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INTRODUCTION 
TO THE 
NEW WHIM of the DAY: 


MUSICAL OLIO. 


HEN a deed you attempt mongſt eſſentials, 
there's one; - Fo 

More effential by far then the deed to be done; 

I'll ſupport my affertion, tho' you perhaps doubt it, 

'Th' effential I mean, fir, is to ſet about it. 

Tho pon ſecond thoughts, there's another I vow, 

Ass eſſential as either, and that's he away how. 

Th' plan I've adopted, be it old or quite new, 

Nis ſuch as all bards have a right to purſue, 

*T was the method which Homer and irgil both took, 

The title I we plac'd the firſt thing in the book, 

And then to proceed for your mental inſtruction, 

T he next thing you'll find is this ſhort intraductiam, 


Which ftands like a Herald, whoſe taſk is to halloo _ 


In loud acclamations the things that ſhall follow. 
The pages before you, will bring to your view, 
J hope ſomething pleaſing becauſe it is new; _ 
Here cur reader perhaps as ſome others have done, 
Will obſerve, “ there is nothing new under the ſun,” 
If 1 fay tis a whim, he'll be ſtill more in doubt, 
For there's nothing but whim ſearch the world 
___ throughout, | 


ag — — ns ores * ie ͤ—* 


CRY 

If I fay 'ti> ſold near fam'd Drury's pit. door, 
He'll twear then its old, he has ſeen it betore ; 
But I beg to declare what with truth I can ſay, 
That his is the only Neu Whim of the Day. 
Tho' another has boldly preſum'd to avow 
The very ſame item I plight to you now, 
But let us revert ? + New Whim of the Day, 
Which we truſt will amuſe the grave and the gays 
We have ſorrowful ditties for fwains in diſpair, 
And themes full of mirth for the wiſe and the fair. 
Now if hy this whim the poor bard gets a dinner, 
He'll fay tis a rare whim as I am a inner. 
If the publiſher gains either money or fame, 
The praiſe of his whim he'll ne'er bluſh to proclaim, 
If the purchaſor finds it a cure for the ſpleen, 
My whim will have anſwer'd the end I now mean, 
But if any ſhould buy who can't ſing or pretend it, 
My whim will get cenſur'd and yet I'll defend it, 

Fur the man that wou'd ſing without voice, lungs, 

or ears, „ 
Is like ſymphathy weeping without ſhedding of tears; 
Let his folly be prov'd by the ſource whence he 
caught it, | SY 

And he'll tind ont the whim is his own when he's 

bought it. | 1 


1 But I have not told whence this whim claims its 


birth, | 
Now obſerve 'tis the offipring of fancy and mirth, 


Born to conquer and ti iumt h der ſorrow and oe, 


When my miſe termt again 1'lI take care you ſhall know, 


> 
* 
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* 


Beſide the burn 4 other r — 


i. MI $A 
A Page 
As now we're met 3 — 16 
A voyage over the ſeas had not t enter d my head 58 


A clerk I was in London gay — — 6 


A flaxen-headed cow- boy, as ſimple as may be 63 


A plague of thoſe muſty old lubbers — 81 


B 
bs 


By Logan ſtreams that rin ſae deep — 47 
Believe me, fir, you'll find me true — 52 

Boys, when I play, cry oh crimini — 76 

Bring me flowers, and bring me wine — 


C 5 | 
Can any tell (ſince Adam's time I mean} — 48 
Cou'd I trace back the time, a far diſtant date 61 
Come, lovers of frolick ſo gay — — gu 


Þ Ih 
Dear fir, this brown j jug — — 26 
Drifted ſnow no more is ſeen — — 30 
Egad we bad a glorious feaſt — — 5 
Ed win's new medley „ — 44. 
From hope's fond dream tho' reaſon wake 13 
From dreary dreams, I wake to woe — 19 


Four and twenty fiddlers all on A eG — 54 


vi IND N 


8 Page 
Go patter to lubbers and ſu abs, d'ye ſee 39 
Gad-a-mercy ! devil's in me — — 62 

| H 
Hark ! the ſweet horn proclaims afar I5 
Hey for buckifh words, for phraſes we've a 
paſſion — 22 
How miſtaken is the lover — — 85 
How bleſt our condition! how jocund our day 89 
1 
5 an old quiet pariſh, on brown, healthy, old 
, moor — 3k 
3 Pin 6 a vot'ry of Bacchus, his godſhip adore 34 
I travers'd Judah's barren ſand — — 42 
It was upon a Lammas night — — 56 
ve known what it is to face a foe — 60 
I fing the Britiſh nation's boaſt — 72 
Juno's a vixen, always ſcolding — 41 
John trip'd up the ſtairs at night — 75 
In vain I ſeek the lonely grove — 88 
In vain the grave and wiſe — — 89 
In France the baſtile was a terrible bore — 97 
K 
Know you and wonder, tiny thing —. 69 
L 


Let angry ocean to the fky _ — 80 


do 


—_ 7 


IN D E X. 


M 


vil 


Page 


My tight fellow ſoldiers, prepare for your foes 38 


My dear Mem, how you clack away 


64. 


My true hearty fellows, who ſmoke with ſuch glee 73 


Marian ſcorns each ſordid pleaſure 


N 


Nature to women ſtill ſo kind 
Now all in preparation — 


No ſooner enter'd in my teens 
No more ſhall Harry fling the bar 


Now liſten, my friends, to an old dog's new ſtory 5 3 
Ne'er tell me of liquors from Spain or from 


France 


O 


On dear, oh dear, no hopes for Jonas 


On Richmond Hill there lives a laſs 


O Say, ſimple maid, have you form'd any notion 5g 


Old England's a lion, ſtretch'd out at his eaſe 


Old England great in arts and arms 


| | R 
Returning from the fair one eve 


8 
Sighing never gains a mad — 
T 


| There ſtood poor Jonas at the window 


Time, thou ſoftner of each grief 
The ſable clad curtain's undrawn 


The ſun ſhone- pale on mountain ſnow 


65 


gt 
14 
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1 
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86 


5 Page 
The tuneful lavrocks cheer the grove — 28 
The day is departed, and round from the cloud 35 
T'other day twas in a mead — — 46 
Tho' I am now a very little lad — 66 


The lamb and the heifer are taking their reſt 67 


2 Thy ſecrets to thy kind maſter tei! — 71 

he jealous lover's pangs are poignant ' — 78 
11 The ſummer heats beſtowing — — 82 
11, Two maidens fat complaining — — 86 


Truth exalts the gen'rous foul — — 90 


The ſailor he fears not the roar LEN — 1] 


w 
Whither, my love, ah! whither art thou gone 13 


Will great lords and ladies — — 14 


When Bibo went down to the regions below 87 


Ye jobbers, under-writers, ye all of pen and ink 94 


When we ftout freebooters prowl — 32 
When firſt I ſaw the village maiden — 36 
What's a valiant hero — | — v | 
Wonder not if thus I'm mute — 57 
White man never go away — — 59 
When I waſh a mighty little boy — 65 
When I've money I am merry — 686 
When my money was gone that I gain d i in the 
war — | — 7 
Whea the fancy ftirring bowl „ 


er ON A SEL 


33 
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MUSICAL OLI ®O. 


FAVORITE SONGS 


in the HAUN TED Tow. 


AIR. Signora STORACE. 


VA HITHER, my love, zh! whither art bee. 


gone! : 
Let not thy 3 cloud this happy daun, 


Say —by thy heart can falſehood e er he known? 
Ah! no, no; I judge it by my own. 
The heart he gave with ſo much care, 


Which tre:ſur'd in my breaft I wear, _ 
Still for its maſter beats alone, 
I'm ſure the ſelſiſn thing's his own. - 


— 


„KN. Mr. KzLLVY. 
ROM hope s fond dream tho reaſon * 


In vain ſhe points with warning hand; 


1 dread advice I cannot take, 


Love's powerful ſpells my ſteps commend. 
The bird thus faſcination binds, 


When darting from the ſerpent's eyes, . f 
The fatal charm too late he finds, 


Hie ſtruggles, and admiring dies, 
Wo, 


E 
AIR. By Miſs Romanzins. 
TATURE, to women till fo kind, 
won: her-beſt boons beſtowing; 


What every female ſure muſt find, 
A wondrons deſire to be knowing. 


Man, the proud and envious elf, 


So jealous of diſcerning ; 
Deſcries in us, what he prides in himſelf, 
The wiſh for whatever's worth learning. 


DUET. Signora SroRAC E, and Mr. BANNISTER» 


Ila. XXIII. great lords and ladies, 


Dreſt up on gay days, 
Come to viſit you ad 72 


Fdw. All fmilling, bowing, 


Great friendſhip vowing, 
While we hold our heads ſo high. 


Adela. But ſhou'd the fine gentt ſmoke us, 


Lud! how they'll joke u; 
How they Il laugh at filly m. 
Edw. Plhaw, we ſhall be ever 
Reckon'd vaſtly clever, 
While our pocket's full, d'ye fle. 


Adela. Then every day, 


Lab. New joy ſhall bring; 


Adela. And ever gay, | 
Edau. We'll dance and ſing. 


Rath, Fall lall de fall, 
} How merry ſhall we be. 


421 


Alela. 


E 2 . 
Ad, ec 42 


Adele 
Ed . 


Adela 


Eda 
B th 


W. 


E 
AJlela. Of great fortune vaunting, 


Low people taunting, 
Dignity we muſt ſupport. 


Ew, "Mong high barons bouncing, : 
Fine ladies flouncing, 
We may chance to go to court. 


Adela. Well, ſegs, I care not, 
Court, tho' we ſhare not, 
If at home we happy be. 


Edw. Soon I may be bold 
Io hope that I ſhall hold 
A little baron on my knee, 


TER. 


Adela. Then every day | 
Edw. New joy ſhall brinn z 

Adela. And ever gay | | 
Edw., We'll dance and fing. 


Bah, Fall lall de ral, 
How merry we ſhall be. 


HUNTING SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Dicxum. 


ARK! the ſween horn proclaims afar, 
3 Againſt the ſtag the mimic war; 
While future heroes hearts rebound, 
And pant to hear the trumpet ſound, 
I be warlike genius of our iſle, 
Mho on the hunter deigus to ſmile, 5 
e B 2 In 


1 
In echoes gires the chace applauſe, 
Which ſtrings the nerve for glory's cauſe: 
Where'er tie devious chace may bend, 
| Still free: om mall our ſteps attend; 
| And bid us, as her pleaſure riſe, 
| Defend the bletungs which we prize. 


— 


A A FG: Ho 


f Py. Mr. Willianes, Mr. Surrr, aud Mr. 
11GXUM. 8 


8 
F 
\ 
/ 
f 
1 
7 


® © now we're met, 
AA jhy fer 
A ig for ſack or merry; 
*Cur ale we'll drink 
And our cans we'll clink, 
And weill be wondrous merry. 

Merry, my hearts merry, my boys, 
We'll ung with a hey down derry, 
The baron himſelf knows no ſuch joys, 

Me are ſo wondrous merry. 


= «A A. FEET —— 
— 
93 


AIR. Mr. BAN NIST ER, jun. 
OW ll in preparation, | We 


For the nuptial ceichration, Ma 
Fach majlem-on Un occafren, 2 Th 


Feels her heart in palpitation; | 
Now a biuſh, and no a tighy | Ye 

ULremiting tao, me knows not why, We 

White every lad with expectation, 

Finds his keart beat high. | f 

— 4 Wth : 


Ks. 
b 
wa 
6! 


„ 
With tilters fencing, weſtlers boaſting, 
Bc,nfire> blazing, oxen roaſting ; 
While ſwords and ſhields are claſhing, 
Archers aiming cudgt]: thraſhing, 
The ale to none denving ; 
Fla, guns far and „ide A 
An all the vaſſald flock around, 
What pleaſures now abound ! 
Now all in preparation, 
For the nuptial celebration, &c. 


A FAVORITE SONG: 


Sung by Miis RomaNnzivi, at the Theatre Rojal, 


| Prury-Lane, 7 the Iſland of St. Marguerite. 

IT HERE ſtood poor Jonas at the window, 
All in tearg—crying—lighing—Oh,. 

Says I, who's that below ? | | 


What do you want, good fiſherman ? 
Dear Mrs. Naanette, indeed it is no fin, 


Open the win iow, love, and let poor Jonas in. Bi 


No, matter Jonas no 

No, maler jonas—no0—— 

No fiſherman... 
Well, quoth Jonas, then I vow, 
Marching off in a huff, with a pouting Oh, 
Then 'tis time to make my bow-—— 
Ihe ſooner the better, good fiſherman. 
Yet, Mrs. Nann=tte, one word ere you leave me; 


Won't you fop—well, to-morrow, I hope, you'll 


receive me! | A 

No, maſter Jonas —ho— 
No, mater Jonas - no. 

No _— 


3 A Fay. 


9 
L 
© 

. 


1 


A FAVORIT E COMIC SONG, 


Suns by Mr. BANNISTER, jun. 


In the character of Jo x As, in the Ifland of 


St. Marguerite. 
0 H dear, oh dear, no hopes for 1 


Alas! thou ſigh'ſt in vain, poor Jonas, 
Nannette's hard heart doth Jonas hate; 

Az, thank thyſelf for thy fate, 

Ah, curſe on thy logger pate; 

Was ever ſuch a wretched dangler, 

Thou need'ſt the patience of an angler; 
With rod and line, to wait, and wait; 
Ah, Nannette never will be thy mate, 
No, ſhe's too cunning to bite at thy bait. 


T've learn'd to ſpear or tickle a trout, 
Burt, alas! in lov e, I'm but a lout; 
An oyſter croſs d in love may be, 
Anh, tis all in vain I fee, 
Ah, Nannette is not for me. 
Ccu'd I but catch her in my net, 
I'd teach the W Miſs Nannette, 
No mote to call me, thou booby. 
Ah, Jonas, Jonas, ſhe laughs at thee, 
Cauſe vs can't ſay his A, B, C. 


A NEW SONG. 


IVE, thou ſoftner of each grief, 
Aid me with thy friendly balm ; s 


Jo my forrow-bring relief, 
And m my heart · felt anguiſh calm. 


„ I ETCEIES 


By M 


R 
F. 
Ow 


Then 
But a 


A „ LNCS mn; 


1 1 
Tho' the ſwelling ſurge oft rages, 
And deforms the wat'ry plain; 
Time at length its force aſſuages, 
And the waves grow ſmooth again. 


A FAVORITE SONG. 


By Mr. KELL r, in the Iſland of St. Marguerite. 


ROM dreary dreams, I wake to woe, 
And all around, 7 | 
_ Where'er I turn my anguiſh'd ear, 
Where'er my anguiſh'd eye-balls roll, 
In all their varied ſhapes of fear, 
The viſion'd horrors haunt my ſoul. 


But ah, methought acroſs the gloom, 
A lovely ray 
Of light angelic ſeem to play; 
"Twas Carline's form that bleſs'd my ſight, 
And bade a cheering beam of hope, 


| Acheering beam of hope my darting breaſt illame, 


Oh, wretched, wretched doom! 
Is this thy regal chair? 
This dungeon all the wide domain, 
O'er which I hope'd one day to reign ? 
Yet hope, ſweet hope, the wretch's friend, 
Delights to cheer the priſon gloom, * 
And here, een here, forbids deſpair. 


PARSLEY's 


{ 20 
PARSLEY's NEW MEDLEY. 


EAR fir, this brown jug, 
That now foams with mild ale, 
Out of which you now drink, 
To ſweet Kate of the wes 
as Once 


An old woman clothed in grey, 
Whoſe daughter was charming and young, | 
She us'd for to moiſten her clay, 


And as ſhe fat drinking the ſung :; — 


Lud, what care I for mam or dad, 
Let them ſcola oi bellow : 
For while 1 live, I'll love my lad, he is fuch— 


A monſter in England's a very fine ſhew, 
Only ftick up a bill, and away we all go; 
A pig or a dog 1s ſure of applauſe, 

But now we delight you with 


The laſs of Patie's Mill, ſo bonny, blithe and gay, 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, has itole my- 


Pounds, ſhillings, pence, and ſrethings, 
I have at my fingers end; 

And how to ſel}, and how to buy, 

To borrow or to- 


Go vind the vicar of Taunton Dean, 
And he'll tell, the bands were alk'd ; 

A good fat capon he had for his pains, 
And I ſent it mr 


About 


About t 
Ally 


It was f 


By al 


"Tho" he 


I'll ing 


* r — __. > a 


Young 
Fair 
They Ic 
Toge 


Went u 
They v 
At St. 
And at 


A vova 
Had I 
Heigh- 


I've ſai 


Where, 
Th ere 


| A very 


In the 
As the 


By mo 
| Wh 
How 
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Ho! 
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About twenty; years ago, 
Ally Croaker made a great noĩſe; 


It was ſung about the ſtreets | ; 


III ſing a better ſong, I think, about 


27 r - rr 


W : 


£ 


_ * 


By all the l ttle dirty boys. 
"Tho" her face was more fair than any yellow baker, 


Young Lu! hin was a ſhepherd's boy, 
Fair Roſale, a ruſtic maid ; 


They look'd, they lov' 'd, each other” s joy, 
Together they 


Went up Holborn-hill in a cart; 

They went up Holbern-hill; 

At St. Giles's drank their hill, 

And at Ty burn made their 9 


A vovage over fond had not enter d my head, 


Had I known but on which ſi de to butter my bread, 
Heigh-ho, ſure 1 for hunger muſt die; 


I've ſail'd like a booby, come here in a \ ſquall, 
Where, alas! — | 


There's no «Sake; but you've heard of the famous 


Lord Croaker, 


A very great man, and a very great joker; 


In the courſe of my ditty, you'll find it is true, 
As the ſtory was told 


By moon: light, on the green, 
Where lads and faſſes ftray ; 

How ſweet the bloſſom bean, 
How ſweet the new made hay; 


1 


4 


But not to me fo ſweet 
The bloſſoms on the thorn, 
As when my lad I meet, 
More freſh than— | 


The Britiſh Lion is my ſign, 

A roaring trade I drive on ; 
Right Engliſh uſage—and French wine, 
A landlady may thrive on. 


At table d'hotte, to eat and drink, 
Let French and Engliſh mingle; 
For while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith, let the glaſſes gingle. 
Your rino rattle, &c. &c. 


* N 


QU o 2. 


Sung by Mr. EDwi x, at the Theatre Royal, in the 


(Tune Stony Batter.) 
T TEY for buckiſh words, for phraſes we've a 


paſſion, | 
Im menſely great and little once, were all the faſhion ; 


Hum'd, and then humbugg'd, twaddy, tippy poz, 


All have had their day, but now muſt yield to quoz. 


Welk about the ſtreet, each time you turn your 
head, ſir, | in 


Pop, ſtaring in yourphiz, is Q, U, O, and Z, fir; 


Cries madam dip to deary, tis monſtrous ſcandalous, 


Tod write on people's ſhutters, that ſhameful naſty 
. © quote; - „„ 8 


Onoe 


the 


But by nightly ſally, deals him little quoz. 


L -23 1 T 
Once it was the barher, for every thing that's right, 


The ſhaver knock'd the barber quickly out of 
fight; - 


Now we've got a new word, how invented 'twas, 


If you aſk, I'll tell—my anſwer, fir, is quoz. 


The hobby horſe of late we rode about with ſpeed, 


For drinking, wenching, gaming, was the word 
indeed ; | | . 

Then maccaroni, bore, and rage never ſure the 
like was, | 


Yet all that ſort of thing gave way to little quoz. 


Tipſy, dizzy, muzzy, ſucky, groggy, muddled, 

Boſky, blind as Chloe, mops and brooms and 
fuddled; | „ 

Florrid, torrid, horrid, ſtayboz, heyboz, layboz. 


Words with terminatiorls, not ſo good as a quoz. 


But when quozzy came, tippy, bore and twaddle, 
Bucks of bluſt'ring fame cou'd not keep their ſaddle; 
One attempts to rally—bully quiz it was, | 


There's a jack to roaſt your meat, a jack to hold 


your liquor, — 
Jack upon the green, to amuſe the vicar ; 


Jacks of various ſorts—Jack's a quiz, becauſe . 


Jack gives way to gill, and ſo does quiz to quoz. 


Some may think it French, ſome may call it Latin, 
Some may give in this meaning, others will give of 


| that in : 
Mean it what it will, or ſenſe or non compos, 
The meaning, I fhould think, the meaning muſt = 
| be quoz. | 


Suppoſe 


[24] 


Suppoſe we ſay tis drinking, ſuppoſe it mean; L 
dinner; 

Suppoſe a methodiſt, 2 a wicked ſinner ; 

To tiniſh my ſuppoſe, ſu poſe I make a pauſe, 

I've hit it now—'tis thank ye—and fo good peoph 
quoz. 


THE SABLE CLAD CURTAIN's UNDRAIV'S. 
i A FAVORITE HUNTING SONG. 


Sung by Mr. Is CLEDON, at Fanchall, 


HE ſable clad curtain's undrawn, 

The lark carols ſweetly on high; 
2 opens the eye of the morn, 

ee the ſun- beams are gilding the ſky : 


The huntſman he throws off the hounds, 1 7 


The horn winds a tedious delay ; 
And the heart of each ſportſman elated ed , 
In expecting the ſummons for hark, hark away, 


me a burſt gives the ſignal for chace, 
Thro' woodlands we- daſhing purſue; 
While the fox, fleet as wind, mends his pace, 
Till the huntſman proclaims him in view. 
Now his ſtrength and his cunning a mort, 
See the dogs ſeize in triumph their prey, 
While the death of the game, gives freſh light tc 
the ſport, _ 
The echoes re-echo with hard, hack away. 


Now 


dan. 


2 
| 
„ 


dunds, 
© away} 


* 
Now for Liberty-hall we repair, 
To repleniſh the joys of the held : 
Where good-humour combines with the fare, 
And the wife ſmiles obedience to yield : 
While the bottle and bowl both unite, 
To vie with the ſports of the day; 
Let bumpers go round, to the ſportſman's delight, 
And all join in the chorous of hark, hark away. 


— 


I'LL BE THE SQUIRE's BRIDE. 
Sung by Nhſs LEARY, at Vauxhall, 
O ſooner enter'd in my teens, 
A gay unthinking laſs, 


Above all former rural ſcenes, 
I priz'd my looking-glaſs ; 


: There vanity my face diſplay d, 


And lifted high my pride, 


I thought, no doubt, my form was made 


To be ſome ſquire's bride. 


Semetimes a ſelf-opinion's right, 


And goes no little way; 


The ſquire view'd me with delight, 
And crown'd me Queen of May: 

I ſmil'd, I bluſh'd, Thung my head, 
When firſt he join'd my fide; 

Yet to myſelf I ſoftly ſaid, _ 
I be the ſquire's bride, 


* From 


( 26 ] 
From thence he woo'd me ſoon and late, 
At church, and market too; 
But when he begg'd I'd be his mate, 
| What could a virgin do? 
"Twas folly ſure to ſay him nay, 
He wou'd not be deny'd ; 
Then fix'd the wedding day, 
And I'm the ſquire's bride, 


STERNE, AT THE TOMB OF MARIA, 


Sung by Miſs GEORGE. 


of Se ſun ſhone pale on mountain ſnow, 
While morn unbarr'd her gate; 

Wak'd by his beams, Maria roſe, 

To mourn her hapleſs fate; 
In piteous ſounds of deepeſt woe, 

| hich echo thro' the vale, 

Soft as the riſing bluſh of morn, 

Or Zephyr's tragrant gale. 


All night her ſhroud before her paſt, 
The owl cry'd, and raven too ; 
At eve Maria breath'd her laſt, 
And prov'd theſe omens true. 
' Her ſpirits now in heaven repos'd, 
Which here ſad vigils kept! 
Whoſe wounds on earth were never clos'd, 
Whoſe ſorrow never ſlept, 


# e 
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Yet « ere I bid my laſt adieu. 

While in thy clay-cold bed ; 
Ac cept the tear of friendſhip true, 

Which o'er thy grave I ſhed : 

f While life remains, thy hapleſs lot, 

In mem'ry eber ſhall live; ; 
Mayſt thou in heav'n thoſe bleſſings prove 

Which earth could never give, 


' TI KEN HE LOO'S ME WEEL. 
A. | Sung by Mrs. MISTER; at Vauxhall. 


; R=! DE the burn the other day, 
I tun'd my ſimple ſang ; 
Young Jockey, tripping, came that way, 
And play'd his pipe alang : 
Upon the bank he took his ſeat, 
And fain a kiſs would ſteal; 
I roſe, and quickly did retreat, 
Yet ken he loo's me weel. 


Dear peggy, then the loon he cry'd, 
Do not my ſait diſdain ; 

Or treat wi' ſcornful airs and pride, 

An honeſt hearty ſwain : 

I've ewes and lambs, that graze the mead, 
To truth I can appeal ; ; 

They ſhall be yours, ſweet laſs, indeed, | 
I you will loo me weel. 


6 ON ET TT NREUNPRErETR „E 


, * 
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The fhepherd look'd and talk'd fo ſweet, 


Gude faith he won my heart; 
For pit-a-pat, I feit it beat; 
To frown I had no heatt. 
Meſs John the happy knot has ty'd, 
Content is mine I feel; 
There canna be a happier bride, 
Becauſe he loo's me weel. 


LEM OF ABERDEEN. 
Surg by Miſs Leary, at Vauxhall, 


1 HE tuneful lavrocks cheer the grove, 
And ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green; 


No o'er the mead I love to rove, 


Wi bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 
When'er we fit beneath the broom, 
Or wander o'er the lea; 
He's always wooing, wooing, wooing, 
Always wooing me. 


S He's freſh and fair, as flow'rs in May, 


The blitheit lad o'the green; 
How ſweet the tune will paſs away, 
Wi bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 
Whene'er we fit, &c. 


Wi joy 7 my father's cot, 
Wi ilka ſport of glen or green : 
Well pleas'd to ſhare the humble lot $ 


Whene' er we 


Of * Jem of Aberdeen 2 . 
Co 


* 


1D 
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I'D RATHER BF EXCUS'D. | 


Sung by Mrs. Marty, at Vauxhall. 


Acroſs yon verdant plain, 
Young Harry ſaid he'd ſee me home; 
A tight, a comely ſwain. 
He begg'd I would a fairing take, 
| And wou'd not be refus'd ; 
| Then a{k'd a kiſs, I bluſh'd and cry'd 
I! d rather be excus d. 


| ETURNING from the fair one ere, 
| 
' 


Ya 


You're coy, ſaid "© my pretty a 
| I mean no harm, I fwear; 
Loopy time I have in ſecret ſigh'd, 
or you, my charming fair; 
But if my tenderneſs offend, 
And if my love's refus'd, | 
I'll leave you—what, alone? cry 4 1. 
Td rather be excus'd. 


* 


He preſs'd my hand, and on we walk d, 
c. | He warmly urg'd his ſuit; 
| But ſtill to all he ſaid I was 
Moſt obſtinately mute. 


At length, got home, he angry c 4, 
My Fondübeſz is abus d; 5 v 
| Then die a maid—indeed ſaid I, 
8 * I'd rather be excus'd. 
S8 SON 
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SONG and CHORUS of VILLAGERS, 


In the Battle of Hexham, 


PIKST VIILAS ER 


RIFTED ſnow no more is ſeen, 
Bluſt'ring winter paſſes by; 
Merry ſpring comes clad in green, 
While woodlacks pour their melody : 
I hear him !—hack! 
The merry lack 
Calls us to the new-moon hay, 
Piping to our e 


SECOND FEILLACTE 
When the golden ſun appears, 


On the mountain's ſurly brow ; 
When his jolly beams boy rears, 
|  Darting joy; behold them now. 
; FThen, then,—Oh, hark! 
The merry lark 
Calls us to the new- moon hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. 


THIRD VILLAGER. 


When the village-boy to field, 
Tramps it with the buxom laſs ; 

Feign ſhe would not ſeem to yield, 
Fer gets her tumble on the graſs: 

Then, then, Oh hark! 

I) ͤbe merry lark, 

While they tumble in the hay, 

Pipes alone his e 


FOURTH 


What a 


Calm 
Our hot 


nn 
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FOURTH ViLLAGER., 
What are honours? What's a court? 
Calm conteat 1s worth them all ; 
Our honour hes in cudgel ſport, 
Our brigheſt court a greenſward ball. 
But then, — Oh hark! 
The merry lark 
Calls us to the new-mown hay. 
Piping to our * 


A FAVORITE COMIC SONG. 


Sung by Mr. Epwix, 2 the ſame. 
( Tune——Moderation and Alteration. ) 


N an old quiet pariſh, on brown, healthy, on | 


moor, 


Stands my maſter's old gate, whoſe old threſhold is 


wore, 


With many an old friend, who for liquor would 


roar ; 


And I uncork- d che old ſherry—that I had taſted 5 


before; 


But it was in moderation, "EY 


} There I had an old quiet pantry, of the ſervants 


was the head, 


And kept the key of the old cellar, and old plate, 


and chipp'd the brown bread ; 


If an odd old harrel was mifing, it was exfty ſaid, 
That the very old beer wa. one morning found dead, 5.3 


But this waz in moderation, &c. 
Y N 5 * 5 
But 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
1 
1 
[ 
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13 1 
Bat we had a good old cuſtom. when the week did 
begin, 


To ſhew by my account, J had not waſted a pin; 


For my Lord, though he was bountiful, thought 


walte was a ſin, 


And never would lay out much, but when my lady 


lay in. 
But ſtill it was moderation, &c. 


Good lack! good lack! how once Dame Fortune | 


did frown! 


I left my old quiet pantry, to trudge from town to 


| 
| 


I was fairly knock'd up, and very near foully ' 


town ; 


Worn quite off my legs in ſearch of chumps, bobs, 


and cracks on the crown:;. 


knock'd down. 


| Alteration! Oh! it was a wonderful alteration. 


| 


A FAVORITE SONG. 
Sung by Mr. BANNISTER, ia the ſame, 


WY HEN we ſtout free-booters prowl, 
Striking terror and diſmay 
In the poor benighted ſoul, 
Wand'ring from his weary way; 
*Tis when night her mantle throws 
O'er the foreſt dark and deep; 
When the haraſs'd mind its wooes,. 
Lulls in foft and balmy ſleep. 
If our plunder prove but good, 
Io our cavern under-grou nd. 
We ſteal, in filence thro the woo 
And in wine, remorſe is eas, 


Thus we {tout 1 n. Ke. 


: 
- 


1 


* CRUEL PEGGY, 
1 | 
— Sung by Mr, DARLEY, at Vauxhall. | 
n; | | 
cht No more ſhall Harry fling the bar, 
| Or wreſtle on the green; | 
ady | Or on the village feſtival | 
| Proclaim his May-day queen. * 
' To throw the coit ler others learn, 
g In vain to pleaſe I try; I 
tune | What's all my ruſtic fame and ſkill, | 
| When ſtill I painful figh, 3 | 
n to Cruel, cruel Peggy. a 
obs, | Like yonder once ſweet tender tree, 
g Our thriving loves appeared; 
wully | To fence it from the ſeaſon's bane, 


| No labour has been ſpar'd, 
tions. | But, ftubborn to the planter's hand, 

There grew no golden fruit; 
The nurſling choak'd with foreign weeds, 
Will periſh at the root, 

| | Cruel, cruel Peggy. 


In infancy our prattling tongues 
| Lifp'd friendſhip, joy, and love; 
The fabric that affection rear'd, 
Ambition will remove. 
There muſt be magic ſure in gold, 
To make you prove untrue; if 
No magic can my joys reſtore, | 
__ Depniv'dof love and you, 13 
7 Cruel, cruel Peggy. | 


THE 


. 
THE UNION OF BACCHUS AND VENUS, 


'M a vot'ry of Bacchus, his ip adore, 
I And love at his ſhrine gay Aw A to pour; 
And Venus, bleſs'd Venus, my boſom inſpires, 
For ſhe lights in our ſouls the moſt Gcred of fires, 
Yet to neither I ſwear ſole allegiance to hold, 
My bottle and laſs I by turns muſt enfold ; | 
For the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can prove, 
Is of Eacchus, gay god, and the goddeſs of love. 


Sung by Mr, DAR LEV, at Vauxhall. Su 


Ye 20 
When fill'd to the fair the briſk bumper I hold, An 
Can the miſer ſurvey with ſuch pleaſure his gold? } O wt 
The ambroſia of gods no ſuch reliſh can boaſt, - 10 
If good port fill your glaſs, and fair Kitty the toaſt, 
And the charms of your girl more angelic will be, "Is 
If her ſopha's encircled with wreaths from has tree; W 
For the Freeteſt of unions that mortals can prove, O ms 
Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddeſs of love. M 
All partial diſtinctions I hate from my ſoul, | 
O give me my fair one, and give me my bowl; , 
Bliſs reflected from either will ſend to my heart, TH: 
Ten thouſand ſweet joys which they can't have apart $ 
Go try it, ye ſmiling and gay-looking throng, Hl 


And your hearts ſhall in union beat to my ſong; 
Tphat the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can prove, 


Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddeſs of love. | The 


1 


1 


NUS. ] THE Lass OF RICHMOND HILL. | 
Sung by Mr. INCLEwoON, at Vauxhall. 

Bo N Richmond Hill there lives a laſs, 

1 More bright than May-day morn; N 

wank. Whoſe charms of tee maids ſurpaſs, 

-1 A roſe without a thorn. 

fires) zhꝛs laſs ſo neat, with ſmiles ſo ſweet, 


Has won my right good-will ; 
I'd crowns reſign to call her mine, 
Sweet laſs of Richmond Hill. 


Ye zephyrs gay that fan the air, 
And wanton thro' the grove ; 
O whiſper to my charming fair. 
I die for her and love. 1 
| Ik! his lafs ſo neat, &c, 
How happy will the ſhepherd be, 
Who calls this nymph his own ; 
O may the choice be fix'd on me, 
Mine's fix'd en her alone. „„ 
| _ This laſs fo neat, &c, 


THE LIGHT OF THE MOON. 
Sung by Mr. DARLEY, at Vauxhall. 


1 * day is departed, and round from the cloud, 
The moon in her beauty appears; . 
The voice of the nightingale warbles around, 

The muſic of love in our ears. n 
Maria appears! now the ſeaſon ſo ſweet, 

While the beat of the heart is in tune; 
The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet, 
Alone by the light of the moon, 


* 


. 
i 
l 

ö 

f 
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* 


11 

I cannot when preſent unfold what I feel, 

F fgh—can a lover do more; 
Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 

Yet I think of her all the day o'er: 
Maria, my love, do you long for the grove, 

Do you figh for an interview ſoon ? 
Does & er a kind thought run on me as you rove, 


Alone by the light of the moon ? 


Your name from tiſt ſhepherds, whenever I hear, \ 
My boſom is all in a glow ; | ' 


Your voice when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro' mine ear, 


My heart thrill my eyes overflow: 
Ye powers of the ſky will your bounty divine, 
Indulge a fond lover his boon ? 


Shall heart {pring to heart, and Maria be mine 


Alone by the light of the moon. 


THE VILLAGE MAIDEN. 
Sung by Mr. INCLEDON. 


W HEN firſt 1 ſaw the village maiden, 
Like Cymon, motionleſs I ſtood ; 
"Twas Iphigenia's ſelf appearing, 
So lovely, beautiful, and good ; 
Her cheeks out-bluſh'd the rip'ning roſe. 
Her ſmiles would banifh mortal's woes, 
So ſweet the village maiden. 


* 


Clariſſa's eyes all eyes attracting, 


Her breath Arabian ſpices feign, 
For her, like ore, would Av'rice wander, 
Adventure all the prize to gain: 
I told my love with many fears, 
Which the return'd with ſpeaking tears, 
Then figh'd the village maiden. 


Sung 
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She figh'd becauſe ſhe had no riches, 

To make her lady-like and gay; 
Tho' virtue was her only portion, 

I dar'd to name the wedding day. 
The care of wealth let knaves endure, 
I ſhall be rich and envied ſure, 

To gain the village maiden. 


A NEW COMIC SONG. 
Sang by Mr. Epwix, in the Battle of Hexham, 
FJ HAT's a valiant hero ? 


4 


VF © Beat the drum, 
He'll come—Row de dow, &c. 


Nothing does he fear, O! 
Riſks his life, OR 
While the fife — — — 

Twittle, twittle, twero ; 

Row de dow, de dow, 

'Twittle, twittle, twero. 


Havock ſplits his ear O!. 
Groans abound, 
Trumpets ſound; 

Ran tan, tan ta, rero, 

Twittle, twittle, twero. 

Then the ſcars he II bear O! 
Muſquets roar, 


Small ſhot pour; 
Rat a tat, too, tero, 


Pop, pop, pop, 
Twittle, twittle, twero. 


D What 
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What brings up the rear O? 
In comes Death, _ 
Stops his breath, 
 Good-bye valiant hero! 
Twittle, twittle, rat a tat; 
Pop, pop, pop; Row de dow, &c. &Cs 


"+. A NEW SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Moss, in the ſame. _ 


Y tight fellow-ſoldiers, prepare for your foes, 
. away for the cauſe of the Holly: red 


Never flinch Ghile vou live, ſhould you meet with 
your deaths... . 
There s no fear that you'll run, you'll be quite out 
| of breath; 


Then be true to your colours the Lancaſters choſe, | 


And the laurel entwine with the jolly red roſe. 
0 Then be true, &c. 


He TR follows for honour the drum and the fife, 


May have the luck tq get honour far life ; # ; 


And he who tor money makes fighting his trade, 
Let lem ow ns the the, he'll be ha omely paid. 
Then be true, &c. 


The fig ht fai fly done, my brave boyy af the blade, 
How well o'er our cups of the havock we've 
mage?” 


How we'll talk, if we once kill a captain or two, 


Of a bundred more fellows, that no- 


CROMU AS 
Then my tight fellow ſoldieg, prepare for your foes, 
And the kurel entwinc with the jolly red roſe, 


o- 
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TU UF 1 A EC Wu 
A YAVORITE SONG. 
By Mr. Di BDIx. 


O patter to lubbers and ſwabs, do you 
Bout danger, and fear and the like; 


fee, 


A tight water- — _— _— ſea * give me, 
riſe 


And ite'n't to a little 
Tho? the tempeſt —— besck. daes 
ſhould ſmite, 
And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood, 4 


Clear the wreck, flow the yards. ee every 


thing tight, | 
And —_— er d foreſail w- 1 ebd. — 
Avaſt! nor don't think me 2 og he ſo ſoft, . 
To be taken for triftes a- hack :. 


For they fay, there's a Providence fits op W 


To keep watch for—the Lfe.of Poos JA 
Why, 1 heard the good Chaplain laver one day; 
About ſouls— heaven - me E nd fuch; 


rcy—and 
And, my timbers! what lingo he'd coll and 


belay !— 
Why, twas juſt. all as one 23 High Datch. 
But. he ſaid, how a f| 30 parrow cant Fee d Je ſee, 
Without orders that come down belo 
And many. fine things that proy d a 10 me 
That Provinzxcx, takes ug in tow. 


For, fays he, do ye mind me, let ſtorms c'er 70 oft 


Take the top-lifts of ſailors a-back, 
There's a ſweet little cherub fits perch d up aloft; 7 
To keep watch for—the lite of Poor. 1 HA 
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I ſaid to our Poll (for you ſee ſhe would cry) 


When laſt we weigh'd anchor for fea, 
«« What argufies ſniv'ling and piping your eye, 
Why, what a dam'd fool you muſt be! 


Can't you ſee the world's wide, and there's room 


for us all, 

Both for ſeamen and lubbers aſhore ; 
And if to old Davy I go, my dear Poll, 

Why, you never will hear of me more! 
What then & 
o 

Perhaps I may laughing come back, 
For, dy'e ſee, there's a cherub ſits ſmiling aloft, 

_ 1o keep watch for—the life of Poor Jack. 


D'ye mind me, a ſailor hould he, ev'ry inch, 
All as one as a piece of the ſnip, 


And with her brave the world, without off ring to 


r | 
From the moment the anchor's a-trip. | 

As to me, in all weathers, all times, tides, and ends, 
Nought's a trouble from duty that ſprings j— 


Ny heart is my Poll —and my rhino my friend s; 


And as for my %, —'tis my King's! 

E'en when my time comes, ne'er believe me ſo ſoft 
As with grief to be taken a-back ;— 

That ſame little cherub, that fits up a loft, 


Will look out a good birth for—Pook Jac x- 


all's a hazard—come, don't be fo | 


W "IS — eee 


THE: 
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THE HEN-PECK'D GOD, 


Gods fly to every hole and corner, 


[47] 


A NEW COMIC SONG, 


Sang by Mr. Ebwi x, at the Anacreanlic Society. 


UNO's a vixen, always ſcolding! 
Jove, acts the part of Jerry Sneak, 
Bully Mars cannot embolden 
 Sniv'ling Jove to look or ſpeak ; 
Tho his nods make Cœlus quiver, 
When ſhe comes, all goes to week 3 
At her preſence he will Greer, 
More ſo when he hears her clack. 
Clack, click, clack ; ticky, vicky, rack 2 
Oh {be cate fand her clack, 


All the qualities adorn ber, 
That complete the ſcolding ſhrew; 


Whenever ſhe appears in view ! 
Johnſon, is to her a fool, fir, 
None of his ſhrill notes ſhe tack, 
Tho' a female, ſhe will rule, fir, 
With her daddles and her clack. 
Clack, click, clact, Ke. 


Jove, one day the Gods had met, fir, 
Each was in a merry mood, 
Round the table joyous ſat, fir, 
Momus by them laughing ſtood; 
But, alas! they look like aſſes, 
When, with noiſy thump and ſmack, 
Tous enter'd, broke the glaſſes, 
And began her ufual clack ! 
Clack, click, clack, Se. 
D 3 EN 


of 
Oh * ſname! good madam * 


Momus cries, —all this l bar 
Saucy ruffian! I'll ler you know, 
What it is with me to ſpa | 
*Pollo ſtrove, in vain to oleale her, 
Quick ſhe gave him ſuch a ſmack, RD 
That no God there durſt to ſeize her, : 
For her daddles and her clack ! 5 1 


Jove eries, pea ered 9 8 
An't I maſter of the Ry ? 
Me you muſt not play your tricks on 
2 K ſays Juno, that we'll try; 
_ troop, good maſter Jerry, 
"= I'll wherk your brawny back ! 
J ſhall teach you to be merry, 5 
I you dare teſent my clack! 6 
| Clack, click, clack, Kc. 


A FAVORITE SONG. 
| Sung by Mrs. BILLING TONe * 


1 Trave d Judah's barren ſand, | 

3 At beauty's altar to adore! : +. | - ? A 
But there the Turk had ſpoil's the land. | 

And Ston's daughters weep no more. 


In Greece the bold imperious mei, | 0 | 
The wanton look, the leering eyes 3 

Bade love's devotio not be. ſeen, 
Where conſtancy is never nigh. 


a * — g . , 8 1 : ; f 
bo? —— 9 - 6 l . 8 * A | From ; ; 
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I bent my never-ecaling way, * no 
And to Loretto's temple bore N 
A mind devoted Rill to pray; 


But there, too, ſuperſtition” s hand 
Had ſickly'd ev'ry feature o'er, 
And made me ſoon the land, 
c. Where beauty fills che wettern ſhore. 


| Where Hymen, with celeſtial paw 
|  Connubial tranſport doth 4 ct -Þ 
Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour, | 
That uſhers in each happy morn. | 


Ye daughters of old Albion's ae, „ 
_ Where'er I go, where er I thay,” | by es 
2 Oh ! charity's ſweet children, ſmile, - ans fa 
Kc. To cheer a pilgrim on his way. 


EDWIN's MEDI B v. 
Warrrar and Suxe by Hin, 


Ar the I Ban: Ryyal, Covent Garden, ad ite * 
W | | 


OVE in bis FEY 
_ Of — hy Lord May'r, 


1 3 
„ Keeps in awe; RS. 
om | | And they Ging a de ral -u. ul de ur 


de races 


1 
And they ſing—non nobis, domine, and fal lal a 


id de 1d ide bow wow wow. 
Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches—for— 


Amo amas 
I love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and ſlender, 


Sweet Cowſlip's grace —38— 


Her buttons a farthing a pair come my brave 
boys, 

Will you buy buttons a farthing a pair, any will 
you buy. 


A long tail Pig, or a ſhort tail pig, or a pig with- 


out eber a tail, 


A ſow pig, or a boar big, or a pig— 


That kiſs'd and prattl'd with fifty fair maids, 
And _ them as oft, d'ye ſee, 
That kiſs'd and that prattl d—with— 


All the girls in our town, 

The black, the fair, the red, the N 
That dance and prance it up and nen 
There's none like. 


Bet Bloſſom went there and . met + with a friend, | 


—folks ſay, 
If love's a ſweet paſſion, why ſhould it —_ 


For my name is honeſt Harry, oh! y 
Mary 1 will marry oh. 


In 


Tl fo 
With 


Two 


16 


In 


Ribbery, bibbery, faddledy, daddledy, dino, rib- 


8-1 
In ſpite of Nell, 
Or Iſabel, 
Til follow my own vagary, oh! | 
With my rigdum, jigdum, airy oh '!—l love 
Two bunches a penny, primroſes, two bunches a 
penny. | : 


Ye ſcamps, ye pads, ye divers, 
And all upon the lay, 


In Lothill-Fieids gay ſheep walk. 


As Celia was le. ning on her ſpinnet to play, 


She kept me quite under her thumb, 


Toſs'd my hat and my wig about, 


If I ſaid aught but mum; 
Twirl'd me like a gig about, 
Making my body a drum, 


| Trevally beating a jig about; 


I was oblig'd to go glum, 
Like an old grunting pig about, 
Making my body a drum, oh! 


Can't you ſee by my hunch, fir—faddledy, daddle- 


dy, dino, 


"» 


J am maſter punch, fir, ribbery, bibbery, bino, 
Faddledy, daddledy, fiddledy, diddledy, robbery, 


bobbery, 


bery, bibbery— 


Turn about, turn about, that's right, depen'd on't, 


Hands acroſs and back again, and now there's an 
end on't. | -- oF | 


11 Had 


E 
Hac 
A NEW SONG. | 1 
JOCKEY IS A PRETTY LA. | 
Sang at Bermondſea Spa, 
of Ia Amma day, 'twas in a mead, 
| Young Jocky came to we, 
Between us there it was agreed, 
That I his bride ſhould be; | 5 y 
Sweetly me he did careſs, „„ 13 B g 
And ſeid I was his pride 
Pleas'd I was, yet muſt confeſs, - z Herde 
. thought I fhould have died. Wim 


Jorkey is a petty lod, ae; hot, 
There's 8 


When he is near m a gar. 
Oh he's the lad for GY” mM i 
Next day Jockey to me- add. Nae 1 

Dear Jenny hall we wed? 1 Atwe 

| Oh. dear, ſaid 3 1 am afraid 1 * Meet 

Poor youth de hung bis head; 1 


All his with was to be weg, „ 
He woald not be denied, , t:. „„ 1» | Frae 


1. was I, yet muſt Fat ſci 3c * 3 1 
I thought I ſhouldH ied, vc; = = © 
8 510 Jokey js 2 = Jad, be 


Yeſterday to church \ we went, 
And chere we join'd our hands, 
we neither ſhall, I hope repent, 

Tho faſt in Hymen!s bands: 3 


. 
Had you ſeen us go to church, 
He laughing, while I cry'd!. 
Had he left me in the lurch, 
I'm fure I ſhould have died. 


Jocky is a pretty lad, &. 


LOGAN WATER. 


A FAVORITE NEW SONG, 


| Tre: 41 
B* Logan's ſtreams that rin ſas deep. 
Fu aft wi' glee Pve herded ſheep; ; 
Herded ſheep, or gather d ſaes 
I r — - TT a 
Ke. But, waes my are gane, 
And 1, wi grief, r- 1 4 
: | While my dear lad maun frac his frac, ö 
far, far frae me or Logan Braces! © 


| Nae mair at Logan Kirk will he. 1 
Atween the 8 wi” me? 
—_—_— GY . 
'} | Convoy me hame frac Logan 
„ 3 I fing'—"Thae days are gane 
Fe Kirk or fair I come my lane! 
: | While my dear lad rijgun frac his fes, 
I Far, far frac _—_ Logan Bret. 


— 


BRITISH 


BED | "2 


BRITISH LOYALTY : 
Or, A Squeeze for St. PAUL's, 
Written by GORE Colman, E. Jun. 


And ſpoken by Mr. BAN NIS TER, Jun. of the 
Theatres Rayal, Drury Lane, and Hay Market, 


AN any tell—fince Adam's time I mean) 
- How many different /qzezzes there have been; 
Faith no ſmall number !—nay, g very night, 


Thanks to my friends, I've ſqueez'd you pretty } 


tight; | 
Above, — in front, and round the border, 
All cloſe—all quiet too and yet no order. 
Time was, our ſickly taſte too far refining, 
Old Engliſh crowds and ſqueezes were dechning : 
« Curſe mobs! (exclaims my lord$ no, prithee, no, 
Don't go to vulgar ſights—cries madam, go! 
I would as ſoon be ſcen.at Lord Mayor's ſhow.” 


One happy cauſe of loyal emulation, 
Has level'd taſte, and crowded all the nation. 
*Twas nature drew the ſcene, chaſte, ſtrong, and 
wing, . . 
London, her theatre, was overflow ing, 
The ſtreets one pit of joyous ſhining 3 
The belle aM beau took low front window- places; 
Ihe fair in diſhabille, and booted ſquire, f 
Grinn'd, as yon ſee em now, a ſtory higher; 
| : | 24 Gal, 
While 


But now, thank heav'n! one glorious great occaſion, | 


_ While 


Juſt Ii 


Such ſ 


All an 
O may 
In futu 
The A 
Of glo 
Thus « 
While 
Yet ſo: 


In rou 


While the hoarſe deep- mouth d cannon thund'cing 


duch ſqueezing, joſtling—here ſome ſtand, ſome ſit, 


Is n't an exceeding fine one, to be ſure— 


, His father, fait, and mother, was a Frenchman.” 


But look you now, ſuch mops and crouts as theſe - 


(1 


loud, 
Juſt like my honeſt friends, there ſtunn'd the 
crow'd, | Upper Gal.] 


All anxious for twas England's benefit. 
O may that day on record ſtand, and age 
In future times, delighted, turn the page! 
The April-morn, chaſing the dreary ck | 
Of gloomy Winter, ſmil'd, yet ſmil'd in ſnow'rs. 
Thus did the heart in ev'ry eye appear, 

While rapture beam'd, Affection dropt a tear; 

Yet ſome whoſe manners no leſs love confeſs d. 
In rough unpoliſh'd tones their joys expreſs'd, 

“ Och r and Oons (cries Pat) and ſcratch'd his 
My heart's as light as any feather-bed ; _ 

This day that rains as hard as it can pour, 


Long life—O batheration joy—Huzza ! 

Don't you be after topping up the way; 

I'll ſhut your tv en up, if you're ſo nimble, 

And then, my jewel, you'll look at this and trem- 
„ 25 5 4 

Good luck to him !—there he goes! by my ſhalva- 
ben, 5 5 

T love him mind my toes — and fo does all our na- 

tion, = 
The Iriſhman that don't—get on the bench, man 


© Got pleſs the Royal Family—O ſplutter, 
Hur will ſee noble ſights here from the gutter ; 


Will toaſt her potty like a piece of hixe, 


1 


Hur's travell'd up on purpoſe from Llantilly— 

- Got's ſplutter and nails your elpow's in my pelly— 
Hur's heard of Harry Monmouth, never fince 

Hur country knew ſo creat a king and prince.“ 


« Who iſh't has got his knockles in my throat 
Let go my collar—peopliſh ! pray take note, 
I'll proſecute—the villanſh as tore my coat; 
I'm a loyal Iſraelite to ſee 

This fight, I riſks my life, but not my property.” 


„ Hoot ! hoot mon, dinna mak a din and riot, 


Tack your auld cloak about ye, and ſtand quiet; | 
Deel dam your louſy plaid, friend and learn frac me, 


# Scotſman—what is ge-ne-ro-fity, 
For fince fac happy tidings ha gane forth, 


Gude faith that's warm'd aw boſoms thro? the North. 


« Warm'd you fexclaims a fine old ſoul) warm'dyou, | 


Why it has warm'd me, friend am ninety-two 
Pray now make room—1'm old and weak—but I 
Would needs crawl out to ſee my king come by, 
And then—T'II totter home content, and die!” 
«Cheerly, old boy, cries Heart of Oak—that's right, 
Keep it up merry, heart !—we'll all drink, fight, 
Puſh, joſtle, ſqueeze our ſouls out—any thing 
In honour of our good and gracious king. 
Roar away, meſſmates, ſtrike up now or never; 
Long live the King, may the Lg live for ever!” 


A NEW 


EW 


1 


A NEW ON. 
Sung by Mrs, CRoucn. 
In the Comedy of Falſe Appearances, 


ONDER not if thus I'm mute, 
Nor think it is a vain prenence, 

Babbling mirth with joy may ſou, — = 
But to grief it gives. offence, 


Spring the enraptur d plains adorning, 
: Wakes the jocund voice of ers 
With the wint ry blaſts returning, 


Seng reigns e OS 


and Damon are but age, | 
"Joya is grief, if be 7 
"Tis the abſence. of the 
THE Wn net, 


A FAVORITE AIR. 


| Sung 9 Mr. Epwin, in the Comic D of 
"Fecping Tom. 


\GAD we had a :lorious feaſt, 
So good in kind, {© nicely dreſt, 
Our liquor tao was of the beft—['ll tel ** 
One leg of mutton, two fat 
With beans and bacon, ducks and peaſe, 


In ſhort, we'd every thing $0 oaks belly. _ 
. YC The 


1 1 


The clock ſtruck twelve in merry chime, 
20 neſt ſaid grace in 2 * 
it to me this 1s no time—for playing ; 3 
- e room was full wken I came in, 
But ſoon I napkin'd up my chin, 
With knife and fork I now begin—to "Of in. 


The curate, who at ſuch a rate, 

Of dues and tithe-pigs us'd to prate, 

In filence ſat behind his plate—4 peeping. 

Moſt churchmen, hke the vicar, too, 

A ſhepherd to his flo below, 

Like any wolf, good mutton know—was deep in. 


We nodded health, for no - poke, -- 
The cloth roll off, we crack'd a joke, 


And drunk the King, and ſungand Coal d- tobacco 


A 


Our reck' ning out, they call'd a whip, 0 
J ſteals my hat, and home I trip, — 
My pretty maid, your velvet lip—to finack-0, 


323 


| TWO FACES UNDER, A HOOD. 
er 2 Miſs RoMANZIN1, in the Deaf Lover, 


ELIEVE me, fir, you'll find me true, 
As any girl you erer knew ; 1 
I know no art, 3 
To hide my heart; 3 


Ind fince with flowers A I 1 food, © | "Ip ; * 


To young or old, 
„ I never fed e 
Two faces ander a hood.”* „ 


0-3 
Tis true, I dreſs in fimple gown, 
And never ſaw the flaunting town, 
Where ladies ſhine, 
In ſilks ſo fine; © 
Still I think myſelf as good, 
As toaſted belle, 
Whilſt I never ſell 
Two faees under a hood. 


— 


NEW BOW WOW. 
Sung by Mr. JonaxxoT, at the Royal Grove. 
OW 2 my friends, to an old dog's new 
| ory, 
Which contains of his race the pretenſions to glory; 
For we dogs may be found in ev'ry rank and ſtation, 


Since puppies are careſs'd as the firſt of the nation. 


Bow, wow, wow, fal lal de iddy oddy, 


bow, wow, wow. 


The flatterer's a canting dog, he's always a fawning, 
An alderman's a ſleepy dog, that's always a yawning, 
A lawyer is a greedy dog, he lives upon miſchief, 
A phy ſician is a terrible dog, of killing he is chief. 
Bow, wow, wow. 


A taylor's a ſetting dog, whoſe game is a gooſe, fir, 


: A huſpand's a ſimple dog, that's hang d ina nooſe, fir; 


A cuckold is a common dog, which ev'ry wife will 
tell ye, 1 8 


ty - 
Aglutton is acramming dog, he loves you for his belly. 


Bow, wow, wow. 


7; . 1 


14 4 
A ſwindler is a ſorry dog, he lives by always cheating, 


e 
. 1 
* N 
_ Wo 5 
7 1 
. * 8 ? * 
.- w_— 
- 5 
e 
„ 


our 

A Frenchman is amimble dog, that runs from ev ry * 
| . = | 

A ſoldier is a noble dog, in ev'ry rank and ſtation, 

A ſailor is a hearty dog, as any in the nation. 
| Bow, wow, wow. Four 

A lover is a wretched dog, without his pretty dear, fir, Ml 

A bully is a ſwaggering dog, I neither love nor fear, 

ux; | 

J. miſer is a ſaving dog, that keeps an inch of candle, Four 
And a coxcomb is a lap-dog, for pretty maids to Vv 

+: a. Bow, wow, wow. 70 
A cook is a charming dog, when he gives us good 
I JT F 
A ſot is a ſoaking dog at wine, punch, or beer, fir; on 
 Alandlord's mg pony for one, fir, T 
And a rogue is a fad dog, that thouſands has un- 
„ done, ſir. Bow, wow, wow. 

A gambler isa ſhuffling dog, he tricksby thecards, ſir, Fou 
A bailiffis a ſly dog, that bites very hard, far; — 
A rake is a jolly dog, whom all women fancy, - 

And I am your faithful dog, as any here you can ſee. 

Bow, wow, wow, | _. 
| Fou 
2 — | = 
EDWIN's NEW FOUR AND TWENTY 
FIDDLERS. | — 
Foun and twenty fiddlers all on a row, Fou 
& Four and twenty fiddlers all on a ow; 7 
There was fiddle faddle, and ummi dimme double 4 
damme demi {emi quibble down below ;—— _ 
'Tis my lady's holiday, therefore we'll be merry. | 


= 
N Fa LE H 
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L 5s 1 
Four and twenty harpfichords all on a 1 e 


* There was ſlow time, quick time, common and 
triple time, in concord, uniſon and Uſcord, 
with fiddle faddle, &c. 


Four and twenty ladies all on a row ; 

There was tittle tattle, prittle prattle, do you 
take in the world; no, I take in the public, 
with ſlow time, &c. | 

Four and twenty waſherwomen all op a row ; 

Up to their elbows in ſuds, with prittle prattle, 
tittle tattle, taking in the world ang the — 
lic, with flow time, &c. 

Four and twenty parliament men Ml on & row ; ; 


There was majority and minori 
and reaſon, without any treafo Ap np | thei 
elbows in fads, with tittle tattle, xc. 


Four and twenty lawyers all on a row; b 


There was deed of conveyance with a ſettlement 6 
in tail, with majority and minority, up to their 
| elbows in ſuds, with tittle tattle, = 


Four and twenty old maids all on a row: 

There was Oh! I hate all male creatures, with 
their deeds of conveyance and ſettlements i in 
tail, &c. 

Four and twenty box lobby loungers all on a row; 

There was in at half price in whole boots, a diſ- 


grace to all male creatures, with their — of - ů 


conveyance, c. 


| . Four 7 


1 


Four and twenty auctioneers all on a ; 


There was who bids more, a very pretty lot, juſt 


a going in at half price in whole boots, a diſ- 
grace, &c. 


Four and twenty committee men al! on a row; 


There was impeachment of India governors, | 


charges of high crimes and miſdemeanors, a 
E lot, who bids more, juſt a going, in at 
f price with whole boots, a diſgrace, &c. 


Four and twenty lingos all on a row; 


Ll. was Moſes, Homer, Judas and Wat 
Tyler, with charges of high treaſon and miſ- 
demeanors, a pretty lot, who bids more, juſt 


a going, in at half price with whole boots, a 


diſgrace to all male creatures, with their deeds 
of copveyance and ſettlements in tail, majority 
and minority,arguments and reaſon without any 
treaſon, tittle tattle, prittle prattle, up to their 


elbows in ſuds, taking in the world and the 


public by flow time, quick time, in concord, 
uniſon, and diſcord, with fiddle faddle, &c. 


A SCOTCH SONG, 
By RonexT Burns. 

(Tune Corn rigs are bonnie. 45 

T* wa upon a Lammas night, 


When corn rigs are bonnie, 
Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 
1 held awa to Annie; 


$5 444k 4 


| 
74 * 
FL The time flew by with heedleſs head, 
mn Till *tween the late and early, 
4 Wi mie perſuaſion ſhe agreed 
To ſee me thro' the barley. 
The ſky was blue, the wind was till, 
ors, | The moon was ſhining clearly, 
„ a Il ſet her down wi right gude will, 
1 at Among the rigs o barley ; 
Co TI knew her heart was a mi ane, 
I TI loo'd her moſt ſincerely; 
| I kiſs'd her o'er and o'er again, 
= Among the rigs 0” barley. 
juſt . I lock'd her in _— embrace, 55 
ch Her heart was beating rarely; 
2 My bleſſings on that happy place, - 
rity Among the rigs o bartey; 
any | | Bat by the moon and ftars ſo bright; 
1eir That ſhone that hour ſo clearly, 
the She aw ſhall bleſs that happy night, - 
. Among the rigs 0 barley. 1 - 
ts I! hae been blythe wi comrades dear, 
e IT be wy 3 17535 k 
| noytul gath'ring gear, ' - ©, 
- + | hae been happy thinking; 
But à the pleaſures I. e er fa,, 
Tho' three times doubled fairly, 
That happy night, was worth them a. 
Among the rigs o barley. 
 PRHOLFUS 
i - + * Corn rigs and barley rigs, 
The 1 And corn rigs are bonnie; 
| F'11 ne'er forget that happy night, 
l Among the rigs wi Annie, 


* 


38 1 


Sang by Mr. Epwix in Inkle and Yarice, 
 ( Laſt Valentine's Day.) 


A Voyage over the ſeas had not enter'd my head, 
Had I known but on which fide to butter my 
bread, 
Heigho! ſure I, for hunger muſt die 
I've fail'd like a booby ; come here in a ſquall, 


Where, alas! there's no bread to be butter'd at all. 


Oho; I'm a terrible booby ; 
Oh! what a ſad booby am 11 


In London what gey chephonſe ſigns in the ſtreet! } 
I 


But the only ſign here is of nothing to eat, 
— Heigho! that I—ſor hynget ſhould dia! 
My mutzon's all la, 1'm.a-poor ſtar ing e 
And for world like a loſt mutton my ſelf; 
Obo I ſhall die a loſt muttian: 
Oh what a loſt mutton am J. 


For a neat flice of beef, I cou'd roar like a bull, 
And my ſtomach's fo em 1 
Heigho! that L—for'kynger ſhould die! 
But, grave without meat, I muſt here meet my grave, 
For my bacon I fancy I never ſhall fave; 
' Ohol! 1 ſhall ne er fave my bacon; 
I can't ſave my bacon; wot 11 


3 F7 


, wy heart is quite full, 


" © PF 
DUETT. In the ſame. 
Mr. Ba N NIS TEK and Mrs. KrmBLze, 
( O ſay, Bonny Laſs. 
Mr. BAN NIS TEK. 


Say, ſimple maid, have you form'd any notion 
Of all the rude dangers in croſſing the ocean? 


When winds whiſtle ſnrilly, ah! won't they remind 


you, 
To ſigh with regret for the grot left behind you? 


Mrs. KEMBLE. | 
Ah! no, I could follow, and ſail the world over, 
Nor think of my grot, when I look at my lover : 
The —_ which blow round us, your arms for my 
ow, 
Will Jul us to ſleep, whilſt we're rock'd by each 
BOTH | 


O fay then, my true love, we never will ſunder, 


Nor ſhrink from the tempeſt, nor dread the big 

thunder ; | 
Whilſt conſtant, we'll laugh at all changes of weather, 
And journey all over the world both together, 


SONG. Mig Gzoxos. In the fans. 
One day I heard Mary ſay.) 


WW HITE man never go away; 
Tell me why need you ? 

Stay, ftay ; with your Wowlki ſtay ; 

Wowiki will feed you. = 
Cold moons are coming in, 

Ak, don't grieve me! 
I'll wrap you in a leopard's {kin ; 

White man, don't leave me. 


And when all the ſky is blue, 

Sun makes warm weather ; 
III catch you a cockatoo, 

Dreſs you in a feather, '' + 
When cold comes, or when tis hot, 
Ah, don't grieve me! he 

Poor Wowſki will be forgot, 
White man, don't leave me. 


* 


LE 


A FAVORITE SEA SONG. 
By Mr. DIS DIX— Sung at the Royal Circus. 


TVE known what it is to face a foe, 
1 Where death hath laid his hundreds low, 
What tis fatigues to undergo, EP 
That might appall our nature; 
Yet never was a truth more clear, 
That man's in danger, leaft in fear, 
Whoſe heart can ſhed a generous tear, 
T' relieve a fellow creature. 5 


T've feen ſtout hearts of whom one wave, 
Has in a moment made a grave, ” 
Whoſe lives not all the world could ſave ; 
Then things affect our nature. 
But not ſo much as when the heart, 
Some ray of comfort to impart, 
Swells up a generous tear to ſtart, 

T' relieve a fellow creature. 


FAVORITE. 


TE 


1 1 
FAVORITE AIR. 


Sung by Mr. DaxLey, in The Farmer. 


ULD I trace back the time, a far diſtant date, 
Since my forefathers toil'd in this field; 
And the farm I now bold on your honor s eſtate, 
ls the ſame that my ather till'd. 
He, dying, bequeath'd bs his ſon a good name. 
Which unſullied deſcended to me; 
For my child I've preſerv'd it, unblemiſh'd with. 
ſhame, 


PF 


ARS I was in London gay, 
linkum feedle, 
And - in 2 to ſee che play, 
Merry fiddlem tweedle. 
I march'd the lobby, wisl'd my ſtick, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle; : 
The girls all cry'd, He's quite the kick ! 
Oh Jemmy linkum feedle. 


Hey, for America I fail, 
Yankee dooble deedle ; 

The failor boys cry'd, Smoke his tail! 
__Jemmy linkum feedle. 

On Engliſh belles I turn'd my back, 

Diddle, daddle, deedle ; | 
And got a foreign fair, quite black, 
0 twaddle, ane, tweedle 


210-7 

Your London girls, with roguiſh trip, 8 
+ Wheedle, wheedle, whee * 
Boaſt their ating under-lip, 

Fiddle, faddle, feedle. 
My Wows would beat a hundred ſuch, per? v5 

Diddle, daddle, deedle, — P. 
Whoſe upper - lip pouts twice as much, 

Oh pretty double whe edle! 


Rings I'll buy to deck her toes, | 
Jemmy linkum feedle; | 
A feather fine ſhall grace her noſe, 
Waving fidde feedle. 
N With jealouſy Ine er ſhall burſt, 
Who'd ſteal my bone of bone-a ? 
A white Othello, I can truſt 
A dingy Deſdemona. 


FAVORITE AIR. | 
oy by Mr. Epwin, in The . 


AD.-a-mercy! devil's in me, 1 

All the damſels wiſh to win me; 
Like a may-pole round me clutter, 
Hanging garlands—fuſs and flutter! 
Lilting, cap'ring, grinning, ſmirking, 


Pouting, bobbing, winking, jerking ; 1 
Kates and Betties, | od Wh 
Polls and Letties, -Y b 
All were doating, gentle creatures, Mo 
On theſe features. Wh 

To their aprons all would pin me. | 


; -."Gad-a-mercy ! devil's in me, „„ 1 


| All the damſels wiſh to win me. 


1 


And ſoon I'll be a butler, and wag my jolly face. 


My maſter's coffers empty, my pockets for to fill: 


1 


Pretty damſels, ugly damſeh 5 ; 
Black-hair'd ras 4 red · hair'd damſels; 
Six feet damſels, three feet damſels x 
Pale-fac'd damſels, plump-fac'd damſels ; 
Small-leg'd damſels, thick legd damfels : 
Pretty, ugly, black-hair'd; red-hair'd, ſix feet, 
__-_ three feet, "MY 1 
Fale-fac d, plump-fac'd, fmall-leg'd, thick - 
leg d, dainty, dowdy: _ 
All run after me, fir, me; 
For when pretty fellows we, 
Pretty maids are frank aud fre. 
For their ſtays taking meaſure 
Of the ladies, oh the pleaſurem 
Oh, ſuch tempting looks they gi' ma! 
_ "Wiſhing of my heart to nim me; _ ' 
Pat and cry, you devil Jemmy ! 


Pretty ladies, ugly ladies, &c. 


THE PLOUGH-BOY. 
| Sung by M. BLANCHARD, i the fame, 
A Flaxen-headed cow-boy, as ſimple as may be, 
| And next a merry plough-boy, I whiſtled o'er 
- "we a; 35 IS 
But now a ſaucy. footman, I ftrut in worſted lace, 


When ſteward I'm promoted, I'll ſnip a tradeſ- 
man's bill; 5 


When lolling in my chariot, ſo great a man I'll be, 


You'll forget the little plough-boy, that whiſtled | 


o'er the lea. A 
| T3: | Tl 


1 1 

I'll buy berg at elections, but when I've made the. 
In and * the Parliament, and then vote! in 

| myſe 

Whatever's good for me, fir, I never will © poſe ; 

When all my ayes are fold off, why then 10 ſell. 

my noes. 

TI bawl, harangue and paragraph, with'ſphethes 


charm the ear, 


And when I'm tir'd on my legs, then I'll fit don 


a peer, 


In court or eity honor, ſo great a man II be, 


| You'll forget the little ee, that ; whiſtled 


o'er the lea. 


— Haan 1 * 


5 U E T = 
us by Mr. EDwin and Mrs, ManTYR, 


in the ſame. 


, _— | Mr. Eowin. ;-... 

TY dear Mem, how you clack : 3 
King George's Eoyliſb hack 77 | 
- 00 prefs your cheeſe, - T7 1 

s And feed your geeſe e 

Tuck up your dds and pack away. 


o wh Lt SS: Fan rm * * 


Mis. MARTYR, 


Then hop, my pretty pet atone,” 


* And down the dance lead ORG. | 
But Rundy's flick 1 
% Your back ſhall lick. 


_ 


RP 


I Ae: 


| FFF 


| I HEN I waſh a mighty little boy, == | 


[4] 
Mr. EDI V. 


Ma chere ami, tout autre choſe, = 
Tho' gentlemen of bully knows, 
Oh, nothin * 
5 Before my 
I kick a ſhin or pull a uk 
. Your love is incompatible, 
nce I am not come-at-able ! ! 
For dance we're ripe, 
D'ye hear the pi 
And tabor, 2 rat · tat- pipe 3 


| - + Borm- 18 1 M 7 
Vour love is, &e. e e 


NEW AIR. 
Srng by Mr, Dante, in the fame. © * 


ZE O England's a lion, firetch's out at his exſe 5. 


A ſailor his keeper, his couch the green Pay 


- Should a monkey dare to chatter, or a ene. 


They trembte.ac his roar as he lifts his paw ; 
I love a neighbour's friendſhip, but turn'd to o foe, 


+ } 
F; 


A FAVORITE $ONG. i 
Surg by Mr. BLANCHARD, is the Charater of 


x 


Lazarus, in the mew. Opera of The > 


Heart cakes I made, an peppermint 
Wafers and ſweet chalk I uſed for to ery, 
Allicampain and mm _ | 
3 


= 


1 66 3 
Nexſht I made rollers for de macs, 
To curl deir hair, 'twaſh very good; 
Rofin I painted for ſhealing wax, 
And forg'd upon t, : well brand en vas houd.” 


Then to try my luck in the alley I went, 

But of dat I ſoon grew tir'd or wiſer ; 
Moniſh 1 lent at fifty per cent. 

And I was I. H. in de Public n 


De next I did was a ſpirited prank, 
Wich at a ſtroke my fortune made; 


For I happen'd to write like the caſhiers of de bank, 


De did not know de — and the moniſh 
was paid. 


So having ſheated de gentiles as Moſes commanded, 
I began to tremble at every gibbet I ſaw ; 


E | So I got on board a ſhip, and here I am landed, 


In ſpite of Judges, counſellors, attornies at law- 
9 f 
A FAVORITE AIR. 
Sung by Mrs. MarnTYR, 7s the Opera of the 
. Highland Reel. 


(Tune—The boy with the ds eckots ) 


HO' I am now a very little lad, 
If feghting men cannot be had, 
Fo want of a better I may do, 
_ To follow the boys with a rat-tat-too ; 
Mur y ſeem tender, yet I'm tough, 
nd tho not much of me, I'm right good ta ; 
4his III boaſt, ſay more who can, 


ke was afraid to fee my man. = 


Wit 


the 


Meg. The lak and the ſparrow lie favg 5 


1 


I'm a chicka-biddy, fee, r © 
Take me now, now, now, 5 
A merry little he . | 0M 


For your row-dow-dow ! 


| Brown Beſs I'll knock about, oh there's my joys .. 


With my knapſack at back, like a roving boy. 


In my tartan plaid, a young ſoldier view, Eo, 5 
My filebeg and dirk, and bonnet blue; | 
Gire the word and I'll march where you command, 
Noble ſerjeant, with a ſhilling then finke my hand. 
My captain when he takes his glaſs, : 
May like to toy with a pretty Faſs EEE 
For ſuch a one I have a roguiſh eye, 
He'll ne'er want a girl when I am by. 
Tm a chicka- biddy, ſee, &cs 


Tho! a barber has never yet mow'd m chin, 

With my great broad-ſword I long to begin, 
Cut, ſlaſh, ram-dam, oh, glorious fun, 
For a gun, pip-pop, change my little un, 

The foes mall ty Mice geeſe 175 e 
E'n Turks I'd dive like turkey-cocks! 
Wherever quarter'd I ſhall be, 
Oh, *zounds! how I'll kiſs my landlady. 
I'm a ne ſee, &c. 


— — 1 
A FAVORITE DUETT. 


Sung by Mr. BLANCHARD and Mrs. Merve, + 1 
the Highland Reel. 


88 TY H E lamb and the heifer are 
their reſt; | 


[ @ ] 
Char, Puſſy dozes, 2 5 
Mog. | And ſo does my doggy 3 8 
Char. All are ſnoring but Charley ß 
Mo . 3 And Moggy. 
Bath, We wake to love before it is day. | 
Char. Come my deareſt! 


Ato . , z come, 1 dear 5 

Bob. We muſt be tripping 00g my 

Mog. No portion, dear Charley, if I marry thee, 
* My little old daddy will gies unto me; 

Will love cool, if you take me ſo barely? 

Char, Mog in her ſihicket is welcome to Charley ! 

Both. We wake to love before it is day. 

Char. Come, my deareſt! 

Adg. > I come, my dear; 

Al. We tink be tripping awyy. 


A FAVORITE COMIC SONG. 
r by Mr. Eownn, 4 the Highland Reel. 
WY HEN F've money Snowy & 
When I ve none I'm very ſad, 
When I'm ſober I am civil, - 
When I am drunk I'm roaring mad. 
VMPiib my fal tal tide tum, 


Nor forgetting tither-ii; . 
Aud alſo folderaadle-ums 


When diſputing with a puppy, 

I convince him with a rap; 

And when romping with a girl, g 

By accident I tear a cap. — 
TR Wah ny fal lab, cs 


; 


N 19 J 
n Twill never marry, 


a lad that's bold and free, 5 "If 
| Yer love a pretty girl, <a" 
A pretty — is fond of me. 


With my fal, Gal, 00 


There $ a maiden in a corner, 

Round and ſound, and plump and fat, 
* and I drink tea together, | 

But no — fr, for that. | 


If this maiden be with dam. 
. I do ſuppoſ eee be, 
e muſt 
To peo he Si 


With . as, We, 


aw -. * „5 * - 


= 


Sung by Mrs. penn, « in Mr. DiBv1N Nele 


of Tom Thumb; as performed at the Royal Circus, 
( Tane—Bankee doodle, 4. 
KV yon and wonder, tiny _ | 


Whatever 25 he be; 
Tho' he a N 


Tautr. fd, daadle, dos, 
To In a liuile biby, 
Ti pretty tar, a . goa! 
Iii ane pon aur tibye * I 


1 


I give my daughter to a mouſe, 
All goſſip, gig, and patter; 
I'll out of window turn the houſe, 
Or ſhew you what's the matter. | 
Yankee doodle, Sc, 


My granmum when ſhe'd ta'en a fup, 
1 ſo could my mother; 
Lest I ſhould wrong my bringing up, 

I'd out- ſcold one and other. 3 
Yankee dordle, Oc. 


Thus wives ſhould give their huſbands laws, 
For tho“ their tongues ſhould fail em, 
While they've ſuch pretry things as claws, 

I dey're always ſure to nail em. 


 *' Yankee doodle, OY 9 


* — . 


— ———_—_— 


THE DISCONSOLATE SAILOR. 


A FAVORITE SEA SONG. 


WY HEN my money was gone that I gain'd in the 


war, Wo, 

And the world gan to frown on my fate, 

What matter'd my zeal or my honourkd ſcars, 
When indifference ſtood at each gate. 


The face that would ſmile when my purſe was well 


lin'd, 
Shew'd a different aſpect to me; 
And when I cou'd nought but ingratitude find, 
I hied once again to the ſea, | 


. 
I thought it unwiſe to repine at my lot, 


Or to bear with cold looks on the ſhore; _ 
So I pack'd up the trifling remnants I'd got; 


75 And a trifle, alas, was my ſtore! | 
A handkerchief held all the treaſure I had, | 
Which over my ſhoulder I threw ; 


Away then I ttudg'd, with a heart rather fad, 
To join witlr fome jolly ſhip's crew. | 


9, | The ſea was leſs troubl'd by far than my mind, 

| And when the wide main I ſurvey'd, 

; I could not help thinking the world was unkind, 
And Fortune a lippery mw 7" 


And I vow'd if once more I could take ber in tow, 
"We I would let the ungrateful ones ſee, 
oF | That the turbulent winds and the billows would ſhew 
| More kindneſs than "y did to me. 


A FAVORITE DUETT, 


Sung by Mr, Qvick and Mr. BLaxcuanD, 
in the Highland Reel. 


| M*Gil. Tu Y ſecrets to thy kind maſter tell. 
| Char. T love a maid. - 
1 MGi. 1s ſhe full of play? 
/ | Char. Ne kid more gameſome. 
| MG, Where does ſhe dwell ? 
Char. Lang, twango, dillo, 
I uwang, lango, dillo-day. 


the 


i 45 
1 M. Gil. If you're in love, boy, you're not to 3 
I Char, As much, kind fir, I have heard you . 
I love my charming— 


1 
— Hoy * what's ber name? 
5 Lang twango, O, 
'Twang, lango, dillo-day. 
Char. My Chriſtmas- bo ES 
MOI. Oh, I underſtand; 
Thy ſaithſull ſervices I will pay; 


Here's five bright ſhillings 


| Char. Here's my band. 


M*Gil, Lang, twango, dillo, 
| Twang, lango, dillo-day. 


A NEW SONG. 
{ Tune—The Neglefied Tar.) 


J Sing the Britiſh nation's boaſt, 
I Our happy conſtitution, 
Uprear'd at our forefathers coſt, 

Maintain'd with reſolution: 

They pleaded nature's ſacred rights, 
hen they ſtood up in union 
For a magna charta, bill of rights, 

Aud the glorious revolution. 


ne 
And while our Brin boſoms "© 
With conſciouſneſs of free 2 0 


We'll guard eur rights from every foe 
T hat Hall preſume to invade em. 


Ta 


ne? 


[ 


Tu: 

It is not here as tis elſewhere, 

That kings make laws at pleaſure, 

And ſeize on all we hold moſt dear— 

Our freedom and our treafure : 
*Tis here the laws direct the king 

How he muſt rule the nation; 
For tho' the crown's a ſacred thing, 


It dates not uſe oppreſſion. _ 
| | And while, Se. 


Should foreign foes inſult our ſhore, 

We'll meet them on the ocean; 
The Britiſh cannon's thund ring roar 

Shall end the vain commotion. 
Hail! Great Britannia, fea-girt iſle, 
The native home of fremen ! 

Secur'd from ev'ry foreign wile 

By thine own matchlefs ſeamen. 

Aud while, Sc. 


2 ů — 188 


AGNES any TOBY. 
Taken from PaxsLEY's Lyzic REPostTORY, 
{ 4 ſequel-ro GarRick's Brown Jug. 
Written by T. B. Eſq. 


— 


M* true hearty fellows, who ſmoke with ſuch 


glee, | 


Io beg your attention for once I'll make free; 


And fing of our pipes while thus merry and ſnug, 


We lighten our care as we lighten our jug. 
This jug which frWn Toby its origin boaſts, 


Oid Toby, whoſe mem'ry enlivens our toaits. 


oby 's 


1:3 3 


Toby's fame, like his ſize, ſpread ſo great by his ale, 
That for Agnes, no reom could be found in the tale; 
Honeſt Agnes, the ſocial ſupport of his life, 

Both for quaffing and ſine, was well pair d as his wife, 
Therefore ſinging her prarfe, we with joy will regale, 
Whilſt our pipes and our jug give a zeſt to our ale. 


"The Potter who ſhrewdly found Toby's remains, 
Thought to viſit again there might anſwer his pains ; 
Where _ he found Agnes, whoſe death, as her 
life, | 

Made her qualified duly to he as his wife ; 
Her fair fame all the village inceffantly quote, 
Whoſe vicar the following epitaph wrote : 
Agnes Philpot, the wife of old Toby renoxwn''d, 

ho 1872 on —.—— 9 K. in this ground ; 
Old Care of ber grieving for Toby—to bill, 
Sbe foften'd her Brom with brandy and milk ; 
Sæwoln quite Silky fe thriv'd, till her ſtin gave a crack, 
When Death pspping in—laid her here on her back. 


At theſe lines our ſhrewd potter a happy thought 

ftarted, CO, 

That Toby and Agnes ſhould never be = b 

So he took of her clay, which was— white as her 
ma. | 

And temper'd with brandy, till ſofter than filk ; 

And forming theſe pipes, he advis'd, fly and ſnug, 


That we kiſs her fac Clay, and ſhake bands with 


his Jug. 


A 


IN) 
Wh FAVORITE. SONG, 


*. PA Conch of Two for One. 


. I 4 5 


oy 8 Guy. ) 


Jon trip'd u the 8 ande, 
Heigho! to Betty got. A 

John tript up the ftairs at ni 

Slily without candle light : 


Cries Bet, ** Who's there * 
« "Tis I, my dear, | 


20 * with his ſhoulder knot.” © 


745 1 


"What did fooliſh Betty do ? 


Heigho ! ſhe knew not what. 

What did fooliſh Betty do ? 

Lift ug the latch—and in he flew. 
When he kiſs'd, 
Could ſhe refiſt 


Madam Maudlin foon found out, 
Heigho! poor Betty's lot. , 

Madam Maudlin ſoon found out, 
« What's this (ſays the) you've been about? 


Betty cries, 
And wipes her eyes, 
* The deuce was in his ſhoulder knot.” 


od P 
Wb - | * a 

— yy 
*.4 f * 


r 


fx 3 


A FAVORITE COMIC: SONG. 


Sung by Mr, Epwr: N, in The Highland Reel. 


| Bous, when I play, cry, oh crimini! 
Shelty's chaunter, ſqueakerimini! 

In . tunes I'm fo emphat ical, 
Fingers ſhaking quiveratical, Ne 

With agility, 

Grace, gentility, 

Girls ſhake heel and too; 

Pipes I tickle ſo; 

My jigs fill a pate, 

Trilate 

Pretty mate. 


My hops love — young blood circulate, 


Toodle, nt; r. 


Oh, my chaunters ſound fo ettily, 

Sweeter far than pipes from Italy; 

Croſs the Tweed Ell bring by tweedledum, - 

Striking 2 flute and fiddle, dumb! 
Modern Rizzi's ſo 

Pleaſe mam's, miſſes, tho“ 

Peers can marry ſtrum, 

Act plays very rum, 

mw Lay | at ſquare Hanover; 

Can over 

= Man over, ' 

Ay the puny pipes from Italy, 


Toodle, 2 c. 


Thi 


- 
'T 
'B 

v 


ee fi 


This is amateur high muſical. 


1 
rm i in talk, a pedant muſical, 


In fine terms, I lug intruſical, 


Slap bravuras, alt, the rage about 

Haydn, Mara, opera, ſtage about; 
Oratorios, 
Cramer's, rem : 5 
Thin at ju ilee 1 
Neither he or ſhe, | 4 Fe 

Die at Syren's note ! 

Tiny throat, 
Petticoat, 


©. Toodle, Oc. 


A NEW SONG. 

In Praiſe of BURTON ALE, 

( Tune—Derry down.) | FR 

NEE tell me of liquors from Spain or from 


France, 


They may get in your heels and inſpire you to dance, 


But the ale of old Burton, if mellow and tight, 


Will cheriſh your hears, and inſpire you to fight. 
Der down, c. 


Vour ha and rheniſh, and fine Calcavalla, 
Where never yet able to make a good fellow ; F 
But of ſtout Burton ale if you drink but enough, 


Will make you all jolly, and hearty, and tough. 
| | Derry dowon, + Se. 


Then 


3 
Then let meagre Franchmen batten on wine, 
They ne'er will digeſt a good Engliſh furloin, 
Parblu, they may vapour and . away, | 
But right Burton ale makes us valiant and gay. 
Derry down, Oc. 


Come here, then ye mortals, that's prone to diſpair, 
From frowns of dame fortune, or frown of the fair, 
Whate'er your diſorder, three zips will prevail, 
And the beſt panacea you'll find Burton ale. 

| Derry don, Cc, 


Then Mally approach with your peacock and cann, 


Not Juno herſelf brought more bleſſings to man; 

With zip after 2, all my ſorrows beguile, Ez, 

And my fortune and miſtreſs ſhall „ ſmile. 
Der down, Sc. 


ä — 


THE JRALOUS LOVER. 


A FAVORITE LITTLE SONNET, 
( Tune—The hardy ſailor. ) 


1 | HE jealous lover's pangs are poi gnant 
When ſufpicion haunts his breaſt; 
Not one gleam of hope benignant 


Lull's his ſoul, when robb'd of reſt. 


To every joy his heart's a ſtranger, | 
When his rival he diſcries; . 
- "Fil'd with rage he meets the danger, 
Torn with horror, fires, and dies 


* 
PS kk hood end bend — by 


95 
C's 


191 92955 
A FAVORITE SONNET. 
By her Grace the Ducheſ; of Devonſhire. 


RING me flowers, and bring me wine, 

. -4I Boy, attend thy maſter's call; 
Roand my brows let myrtles twine, 

At my feet let roſes fall. 

Breathe in ſofteſt notes the flute, 

Form the ſong and ſound the lute; 

Let thy gentle accents flow | 

As the whiſpering zephyrs blow, 


4 nid * 


Sorrow wau'd annoy my heart, © 
But I hate its baneful ſting 3 + + 
Joys ſhall chace the rapid dart, 
For I will laugh, and I will fing. 
What avails the down-caſt eye? 


What avails the tear, the figh ? 
Why ſhould grief obſtruct our way, 
When we live but for a day ? 


A FAVORITE AIR. 


Sung by Mr. BANNISTER, iz the Highland Reel. 


LD England! great in arts and arms, 

For manly worth and female charms 
Renown'd has ever been; _ 

And now the care of bounteous heaven, 


Has to happy Albion given 


A gracious King and Queen. „ 
In their royal progeny, our blooming proſpects fmile: 
T he fair poſſeſs d of every grace, 
And in the generous ſons we trace 


The guardians of our iſle. 


1 ] 
On Creſly's plains an Edward fought, 
A captive king to London brought ; 
was there his glories ſhone: . 

Tho! terrible in battle, he 
Could ſhew the god-like clemency, 

He grac'd the wreath he won. 
Whene'er ambition tempts the war, we're ready fos 

the il, - 

To find a Creſſy fill in France, 5 

A royal Frederick wields the lance, 
And holds 12 s ſhield. 


Let Fame record Eliza's days, 

Her trumpet tune to ſongs of pa, 

| The Grand Armada fee; 

The Invincible ſhe overcame, 

And Spanifh pride was turn'd to ſhame, . 

By Britons great and free. 

Old ** has exulting, to Royal Williams 
If _ once could guard my realm, 

What triumph now, when at my helm 
eee ee my royal heart of oak! 


A FAVORITE SONG. 
fog 6 Mr. SzpGwIcKk, in the Doctor and the 
_ Apothecary. 


Lene an ory ocean to the ſky 
oud deſpite his billows roll; 
Let thunders to his threats reply, 
Fear 8 a ſtranger to my ſoul. 


_ Wit 


9 


SC 


for 


5 | 


rm 1- 
Within the heart which love illumes, 
And bleſſes with his ſacred rays, 


If meaner paſſion e'er preſumes, © 
It fades before the hallow'd blazes | 


Tho wat with ſullen aſpect low'r, - 5 
And crimſon o'er the troubled wave, 
. And emulates the Iightning's power, 


5 N IOW af the fi ght I brave. 


No TH I N G er enge. is 
Written and ſung by Wenge Ry 
Plague of thoſe muſty old lubber s, 
A Who hotell us to faſt and to think} - "ey 


And patient fall in with lifts rebbers, 
With nothing but water to drink, 


A cann of good ſtuff, had they 0G i 


Would have ſet them for pleaſure 808. 
And ſpite of the rules by Fige 
Of the ſchools, the old fools 
Would have all of 'em ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


My father, when laſt I from Guinea 
Return'd with abundance of wealth, 
Cried, Jack, never be ſuch a ninny 
To drink —fays I, father, your health. 
Sol paſs'd round te affen he twigg d it,. 
And it ſet the old Colger agog; 
| And he ſwigg'd and Becher, 
And ſiſter 226 brother, 
And I ſwigg'd,. and all-of us wigg'd i it, 
And ſwore there was = geg. 


0 | 
One day when the chaplai . N ing, 
Behind him 1 —＋ lunk, s 
And while he our duty was teaching, | 
As how we ſhoald never get drunk, 
I tipt him the ſtuff, and he twigg d it, 
ich ſoon ſet his rey*rence ago 
And he ſwigg d, and Nick fwigg'd 
And Ben 2 d, and Dick s 4. 
And I ſwigg d, and al of us fwiyy'd it, 
And hike grog. 


Them truſt me there's nothing as frinking/ 
So pleaſant on this fide the rave. z. 
11 os op the unhapp y from thinking, 
1 ere * more brave. 
For me, from the moment I digg dl it. 
IT be good ſtuff has ſet me 
ick or well, late or early, 
Wind fouly or fairly, 
I've c caaſtanely ſwigg d it, | 
And damme, there g 1 2 lie es 


* 


A e Ewa 


Sung by Mrs. Crouca, in the Doctor and the 


Apothecary. | 
E fummer heats beſtowin | 
Their influence on the ro 


PerfeR its charms when blowing, 
And every ſweet diſclofe. 


Yet ſummer ſuns denying, 
The zephyr and the ſhower, 
bei lid glow applying, 
their fav'rite flow 'r. 


' the 


| Surg at the Beef-Steak Club, ad af the Anacreontic 


1 83 8 
The love- ſick heart requiring 3 
The n e 
Continual bliſs deſiring. 
Vet ſickens with exceſs. 


The fond, the ſecret tear, 
Soft paſſions keep alive, 
The breath of doubt and fear, 
Like zephyrs bid it thrive. | 


WHEN THE FANCY STIRRING "BOWL. 
Written by Capt. Monza is. 


* 


(Tune Mrs. Caſey. ) 


W HEN the fancy ſtirring bowl 
VY Wakes its world of pleaſure, 
Glowing viſions gild my ſoul, 
And Irfe's an endleſs treaſure. 
Mem'ry decks my wafted heart, 
Freſh with gay deſires; 
Rays div ine my ſenſes dart, 
And kindling hope inſpires. 
| Then who'd be grave, .... 
When wine can ſave }, : 
The heavieſt ſoul from finking ; 
And magic grapes, 
Give angel ſhapes 
To ev'ry girl we're drinking, 


Here 


L 
Here ſweet benignity and love 
Shed their influence round me, 
Gather'd ills of life remove, 
And leave me as found me. 
Tho' my head may ſwim, yet true 
Still to Nature's feeling; 
Peace and beauty ſwim there too, 
And rock me as I'm reeling. 


Then who'd be grave, &c. 


On youth's ſoft pillow tender truth, 
Her penſive leffon taught me; 
Age ſoon mock'd the dream of youth 
And wiſdom wak'd and caught me. 

A bargain then with love I knock'd 
To hold the pleaſing gipſey, 

When wiſe to keep my boſom lock'd, 
But turn the key when tipſey. 


Then who'd be grave, &c. 


When time aſſuag d my heated heart, 

.- _ The grey-beard blind and fimple, 
Forgot to cool one little part 

__ _ Juſt luſh'd by Lucy's dimple. 

That part's enough of beauty's type 
To warm an honeſt fellow; 

And tho' it touch me not when ripe, 


It melts fill while I'm mellow. 
T6 Then who'd be grave, &c. 


A FAVORITE 


FAST < > 


FE 


( 35-3 
A FAVORITE AIR. 


Apothecary. 


7 O W miſtaken is the lover, 
Who on words builds hopes of bliſs, 


And fondly thinks we love diſcover, 


Tf perchance, we anſwer yes. 
Prompted often by diſcretion, 
Is the ſeeming kind expreſſion ,n, 
When the tongue the heart belying, 


| Dares not venture on denying, 
But in ſpite of diſcontent, 


Gives the ſemblage of conſent. | 
How miſtaken, &c. 


Ah! how vain is art's profeſſion, 


Tho' the falt'ring tongue comply, _. 
What avails the cold confeſſion, 4 | 
If th' averted eyes deny? ES 
Happier far the experienc'd ſwain, 
Knows he triumph muſt attain, 
When in vain ſucceſsful trial, 
Language gives the faint denial, 
While the eyes betray the fiction, 


In delightful contradiction, 


And the cheeks with bluſhes glow, 


And the tongue ſtill falters—2», 


How miſtaken, &c. 


Sung by Miſs RoMANZ INI, in the Doctor and the 


* 


* 


5 oy | 5 * 
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A FAVORITE COMIC SONG. | 
Sung by Mr. BANNISTER, jun. in tbe fon, 


GIGHING never gains a maid, 
I'll tell you what is better far, 
Call good bar to your aid, 
And play the laſs a tune upon the ſweet guittar, 
If a heart has nature dealt her, 
Muſic's charms will ſurely melt her; 
| But ſhould the gypſey anſwer no, 
ding, tol * rol, and let her go. 


ans 


bighing never gains, de. (Tur 

| "A FAVORITE DUET. | 
Tg h Mrs. Crouch ard Miſs RoMANzZIN, | 
| | in the ſame, | Forh 
You : 

WO maidens fat complaining, 

And mourn'd their pleſs lot, | So vo 
The pangs of abſence paining, 1 | Take 
Each by her love forgot. For if 
On every former token AE 
Of love, while fancy hung, OE 2 
Of vows ſo ſweet, yet bros | Wher 
They deeply fighing ſung. | Andi 

At every ſound they hear, Bs 
With fond ha þ wy —_— | Let th 
W hope and fear, 728 8 The n 
| Now joy, now pain impart, | | Prate, 
ns | 1 Our 1 

MP: 
I 


tar. 


NI, 


Drink of Lethe divine! *tis the fountain of life, 
Where the ſoul is new born, and all paſt is a dream, 


| ag Lethe on earth was a bumper of wine. 


(9-1 
But by each found miſguided, 
Alas! they only find, 
Their tears, 3 ſighs derided, 
By mocking rain and wind. 


On ev'ry former token, 4e. : 


THE N E w BIBO. 
(Taken from Parſley's LyrieKepoltory . 


( Tune—To Anacreon in Heaven, where he fat in 
full glee. ) 


HEN Bibo went down to the regions below, 

Where Lethe and Styx round ity wat 
He awoke, and he bellow and voule be row'd - 
back, 


| For his ſoul it was thirſty nd mas has ſack. v 


You are drunk, Charon cried, you was drunk when 
you died, | 


So you Felt not-the pain that to death is allied. 


Take me back, roar'd out Bibo, I mind not the pain, ; 
For if I was drunk let me die once again. 5 


Forget, replied Charon, thoſe regions of ſtrife, 


And the gods themfelves ap of the r 
ſtream. 

Let the gods, he cried, Rill drink water, that will 

The maxim of mortals I'll always fulfil; , 

Prate, prate not to me of your Lethe divise, 


Hz 


_— — — ——— EE — , 7er a 
* — 


ILV VAINI EEE THE LONELY GROVE. | 


as 


At length grim old Cerb'rus be 
Ard the craty old bark ſtruck 

M hen Bibo ob and he ſtagger'd to land, 
But he joſtl'd the ghoſts as they ſtood on the ffrand. 
Cried Charon, J tell 'tis in vain to rebel, 

For you're bamfſh'd from . and you 


W 


19 


in hell. 


- 8 "© 


A FAVORITE NEW SONG. 


* MAD 3 +8 


7 N vain I ſeek the N grove, 


Or 
For one deluding maid : 


And all my hopes beguib d. 


With Colin now ſhe ttips theplath, 
Nor heeds my tender ſi ge : 
ghs at my love, my. tears; dein. i 


* 2 N. 


"ou queen of love! relieve my ſmart, . 


And from my prefence flies. 
And make the maid relent, 
l ſhall be content. 


— 8 hopeleſs love 


01 ſtrike with death my aching . 


a loud roar, 
e ſty ian more; ; 


oc 


- now 
Tis a truth, replied Bibo, I katy by this ſign, 
ITV a bel opon earth to be n of wine. 


0 Tone — Believe ar fghs, my tears, Ke. * 


She heard my yows, I thought hes kiod, 
So ſweet the on me ſmil'd; 
Bur ſhe deceiv d my artleſs mind, 


Tai 


FREE: 
VIVE LA BAGATELLE.- -: 


Tatreduced by Mr. Jou xs rox E, in the Lady of 
b the Manor. 2 5 
* vain the grave and wiſe, 1 bs 
The thoughtful and the ſage, 
Would teach us to deſpiſe 
The. joys. that ſuit our age. 
Youth's the feaſon to be gay, 
Then ſmile each beau and belle, 
To joy we Il give the day, 
Ah!—Vive la Bagatelle. 


The laughing hours invite 
To ſport, while young and gay ; -- 
With love and ſoft delight, 1 
Our minutes paſs away. 
Old age and care, they 3 | 
O'ertake each beau and belle, 
Who'd meet ſuch foes half way, 
Oh [Vive la Bagatelle. | | & 2 


A FAVORITE AIR. ; 1 

Sang by Mr. DakLey, im Marian. 

| EF day ! 
11 Ye fwains, can our pleaſures be toll 


To range in ſweet order the rows of new hay, 
To lead the ſtray d lamb to the fold! 


To fetch up the kine for the maiden we love, 
And guard her from noon's burning beam; | 
To guide her dear ſteps, when ſhe leads thro' the , * 
The hejfer which pants for the ſtream 8  * 
H 3 Ob. 


i 


„„ 
'To carry her pail, when with milk it o'erflows, 
To wait while ſhe reſts on the ſtile; 


To 2 the king- cup, the woodbine or roſe, 
o make her a poſey the while. 


"Tis Fanny, the lovely, who cauſes my ſmart, 
"Tis ſhe does all maidens excel; 


If you aſk her dear name who has * my 


heart, 
Tis Fanny, the pride of the dell. 


'Tis Fanny, ſweet Fanny, 
Tis Fanny, the pride of the dell. 


— — 


A FAVORITE O ART ET To. 


Sung by Meſſrs. Ba xNISTER, Jokxsroxx, BLAN- 
CHARD and DARLEY, ix the ſame. 


| Sir Henry, 0 I \RUTH exalts the generous ſoul. 
Edavard. Seek him in the ſocial bowl. 


4. | Seek him, &c. 


Edward. Mirth's FY med'cine of the ſoul. 
Sir Henry, Find him in the focul bowl. 
A. | Find him, &c. 


| Robin. Carking care 3 the ſoul. 
: Thomas, Drown him in the ſocial bowl. 


Drown him, ec. | 


Robin. Sorrow wears the weary ſoul. 
Thomas. Sink him 1 in the ſocial bowl. 


All. | _ Sink him, Kc. 

| Seek him 5 
ee in the ſocial bowl. 
Sin him 


| Sung | 


Edaus 
| Mari 


: Beth. 


C 


| A FAVORITE DUET. £75 oÞ 


| Sung by Mr. JounsToNE and M. BitLINGToN, 
| in the fame. 
E Edward. M' ſcorns each ſordid ple, 


Joys which fortune can impart ; 
Love alone 1 is real treaſure, 


Treaſure of the feeling heart. 
Marian. All your fruitful vales paſſeſſing, 
He Were their flocks.thy Marian's part, 
| Onl valu d were the bleſſing 
| iv'n to Edward with my heart. 
Both, Only valu'd were the vickog 


Sinn Edward with f i 


1 


| BARTHOLOMEW FAIR; 
— by * Dar rer. at the Anti-Baurove ha 
Cow lovers of frolic fo yay, E +>. 4 
Come hafte to Bartholemew Fair, re hn 


We wiſh ey' ry moon brought the day, 4 
That affords us ſuch mirth and good cheer ; 4 
There's black-paddin s that ſweeten the ai, 
With ſauſages — done; WEE 
And — wh eat if yon date, wo 
With pigs ready fry d by the ſun. - 2 : 2 
|} Befides innumerable other objects, ſuch 25 heroes, 
kings, jack-puddings and rope-dancers ; here's 
punch with his venerable company of comedians, 


juſt arrived from the theatre in the Hay-mhtket— 
ſhow em in theres | 


; 


1 * 

Fam'd Dunſtall and Vaughan are here, 

Walk in if you'd laugh and grow fat; 
Shuter beats e ery booth in the fair, | 

Here's Punch with his Wittington's cat: 
With ſalt box and fiddles ſo ſweet, 

And trumpetters trumping fo loud ; 

And drummers with vehement beat, 
To deafen the loĩtering crowd. 


Vaughan and Warner, Yates and Shuter— Haha! 
Haha! Haha! Juſt going to ſhew away, 
without loſs of time or 
the famous panther mare, gentlemen, the lion, 
4 the lion's provider — Haha! Haha! 
ey | | 


Here he comes, by you leave, have a care, 
| Behold Mr. Fribble complete; 
How gently be from his chair, 
' No doll from a band-box ſo neat ; 
In 


his locks are confin d. 
e excels a preciſe city beau; 
He's tinſel'd before and behind, 
Like wax-work defign'd for a ſhow. 
Lard a mercy, what an intolerable crowd is here; 
what Shuter's booth the other fide of the fait; 


though I muſt confefs I am paſſionately fond of 
ar rotor yet the fatigue of yetting a-croſs 
w 


certainly overcome me—O la! don't puſh - 


fo—lI wiſh ſome great ſturdy fellow would take 
me up in his arms, and carry me a-croſs that 
extravagant wide kennel; I'm afraid I ſhall ſtep 
ſhort, and dirt my white filk ftockings—O la! 
don't puſh fo, | | 


Haha! Haha! Haha! Haha!—Step forward, 
ſtep forward—the whole bill of play— -. 


indrance of buſinefs, 


* * 3 3 8 - 
ds. 6 Oats tabs. Ü as. ed ad. a . 
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A foreigner's next on the liſt, 
With a gigtall the length of his back; A 
He has cambrick to cover his fit, FR Hig 
But for ſhirt, muſt have crib'd an old tack 6 
With his rollops and ra meganzeel 5 
And his . 's all cover'd with lace; 1 
He's dance from his calf to his heels, 
But marquis you read in his face. 


O be gar, vat is me ſe yonder : Gd be Je black 
on de vire, und de Jack vidithe ſalt. hon -O ve 
is my contry mans dat dauced the 

of ſo much monies; me: haſh very 75 
ſee him dance upon the 2 dere h 


to ſee him hang by 12 | X 275 : 
man vid de _ in his 3 
where. ate e 


ſtak, ehiſ or « Mien; melt in Four | 

| like a brik bat, un down. your throat Ii 
wheet-barrow, and wind wund a wok 
waſte * a Jaſh of 5 cord; 


£ | 3 # 14 % TY | 
A milliner's prentice appears, Es 
Attack't ins bel: „ 
No danger from him Sakey ba” SOON” 
Lock that weds her will find ouckolt's sro): 
Horde f, 015 to, 1 
| Tha po egg. Th moving; - 1 
eople Lord ba Will they "ys ' 


The p _ * | 
„eee eee 6 + Lhe 5 


4 
* 141 * 1 


0 7 
a * ? » | ag "a. i « , 
: . 1 : . „„ - . * 
* * * : . 3 F vF x -< 
5 5 : 1 4 1 5 
ET» W 
PSY 4 19298 
* 
* Aa g 


7 4 * Au * 29 
F * 51 15 


WE 

Here's a clean cap and handkerchief put on to-day ; 
Jord, fir, they're ſo monſtrouſly rumpled and 
tumbled, I dare never go home again—Pſhaw ! 
we can't ſay much in public; if 


* 


humble ſervant. 


Old jealouſy brings op the rear, 
Wich a ſparkling young wife by his fide ; 
The gallantiſt — in the fair, | 
Might be proud. of ſo lovely a bride: 
i Such ſemetry, ſweetneſs and grace, 
Give thou delight and ſurpriſe ; 
But oh ! how their joy muſt increaſe, 
When hex wiſhes they read in her eyes: 
What the devil did I come here for, —Make hafte, 


miſtreſs, cut of thoſe fix yards of nbbon—lI could 
have ſold a whole piece in the time—See, huſſey, 


I fay—Well x God, I have got to the hoſ- 
ag gate; and if ever I come here again, may I 
be made a Bartiemy Cuctold, for all the ſools in 
the fair to laugh at me. 
| A FAVORITE SONG. 

dur by Miſs Ronanzini, in the Charafter of a 
V E jobbers, underwriters, ye all of pen and ink, 
$ V a Wich mine fal lal la, &c. | 


% 


Wich mine fal lal la, &c, 


if you chuſe to 
drink a glaſs of wine in private, fir, I'm your 


there's a prong fellow ſtares at you—Make hafte, 


Who inthe alley's gay parterre's, your tea and coffee = 


I'm 


1 


oy WW © "T. 


Ye bulls, ye bears, ye lame ducks, and all ye wad- 


e 


1 1 
Rattling up your yellow boys, come hither at my 
call, 


I'm buyer, or I'm ſeller, and I can "EPR you all, 
hom mine fal lal la, &, * 


- 


dling crew, 
Wich mine fal lal la, &c. 
If 'twas not for us ſmouches I don 'tknow what ye 'd 


do; 
With mine fal Tal la, c. 
If e&'er ye want ſhecurities, tis we dat find gd 
pails, | 
Our friends have ot de monih—bur den they 
ſometimes | 
With mine fat tat 14; nee © 


Tf noblemens have loſt roulos and all PER 


Tpent, 
With mine fal lal Ia, Ke. 


My heart it melt draw di pond—and lou for | 


cent per cent ; 


With mine fal lal la, cc. 
Or if a life you wou d inſure dats old en. 


© grown, 
Di ways and means, Tu let you know to che 
"bubncl done, py get "x 
| With mine fal lal la, &c. s 5 


ve epa and ye coloneb, ye jointar r'd widows 


With mine fal lal la, &c. 
To lin Iſaac come when er your tocks dezin g 


W--:- 
| With mine fi hi b. 6 
8 PR 


3 
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Fl! put you in a method once more to raiſe de caſh, 
I'll buy into yourfinking funds, that you may cut 


a flaſh, 
With mine fal la la, &c. 


Ye 23 with goot livings, ye courtiers with 


place, 
8 85 With mine fal lal la, &c. 


Advice I'll give you cratiſh and tink upon your 


wid mine fal lal la, &. 
If their is poſhibility's for you III raiſh de duft, 


But den you muſt excuſe me if I ſherve myſelf de ; 


firit. 


1 give advice to every trlbe, but the phyſic and de 


w, 


"With wine 54d ute fre: 


But they out-wit de Jews demſelves—for bills: at 


fight dey draw ; 

| With mine fal lal la, &c. 

We, when we lend our moniſh, run ſome riſk tho? 
tiſh ſmall, 


: n moniſh, mw al. 


» 


y 
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THE SAILOR HE FFARS NOT THE 
ROAR OF THE SEAS. 


A FAVORITE NEW SONG, 


THE failor he fears not the roar of the ſeas, 
But with courage all danger ſurmounts, 
O'er his biſcuit and cann he repoſes at caſe, 
And with pleaſure each action recounts. 


Contented the ſoldier in dreadful campaign, 


Feels bleſs'd midſt the thunder of war; 


Not envies the ſailor, who ploughs the deep main, 


Any prize, but the gain of a ſcar. 

In Liberty's cauſe, may the hattles the've fought, 
Wich freedom. and peace be repaid ;; 

In the terrors of war, may th' honors they've ſought 


| Gain them laurels that never may fade, 


THE BASTILE. 
A NEW SONG, | 
({ Tune—Derry down.) 


N France the Baſtile was a terrible bore; 3 
And few without force choſe to enter the door. 
But in England where liberty's claim'd with ſuch 
zeal, | | 
We croud without numbers to ſeek a Baſtile. 
Dezry down, &. 


Maſter Aſtley forſakes his burlettas and dogs, 


And deſerts Engliſh fare for a treat upon frogs, 

And while Engliſh ſubjects ſleep ſafe in their beds, 

He's trotting to France to get models of heads. 
0 | | I Derry down, & c. 
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For want of good room he turns hundreds away, 
His Baſtile won't contain half the people that pay, 
If Pu make great room, take the hint I here 
rop, 8 5 
Put your puffs in your pocket and ſhut up your ſhop, 


The Circus to tyranny yielded its ſway, 

And built a Baſtile on the trick of the day, 

Put their benches had been but a trifle the :varmer, 

Was is not tor the efforts of honeſt Jack Palmer. 
Derry down, &c. 


Time vow'd to defeat him, nor could he avail, 
Hig acting muſt ceaſe, or muſt act in a jail; 
| / fore d him to lay his Baſtile on the ſhelf, 
Or they'd ſend him to priſon in earneſt himſelf, _ 
. Derry down, &c. 


Sadler's Wells caught the rage and accouter'd a mob, 
"To raiſe their Baſtile, and they compaſs'd the jobb ; 
"They pictur'd the priſon's ſad gloom to a tittle, 
With the help of Malbrook play'd on Arrowſmith. 
fiddle. 
Derry down, &c. 


Old Drury as well as the Garden conttiv'd, 

To profit by that on which others had thriv'd, 

7 . ; 'S bl bl 
The painters were work'd, and engag'd ev'ry hand 
. Was, | 

To make iron grates and ſtone walls upon canvaſs. 


But ſee how times change, how vain all our reaſon, 
lis a dangerous joke when we play with a prifon ;. 
The king bids the managers alter their plan, 
hey malt give up the name, but may play what 
they can. | 

Derry down, &. 


Derry down, &c. 


Derry down, &c_ 


| 
| 
| 
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A NEW COLLECTION OP 
TOASTS AND SENTIMENTS, 


FOR THE YEAR 1790. 


M AY the eye that drops for the misfortunes of 


others, never ſhed a tear for its own. 


May the bark of friendſhip never founder on the 


rock of deceit, 


The eight H's—Honour and honeſty, home, healch; 
and happineſs here, and heaven hereafter. 


May we never forget to return thanks for good for- 


tune, and 1 may good fortune never make us 
forget ourſeives. 


Liberality without extravagance. 


May the bloſſoms of friendſhip never be nip'd in 
the bud. 


May the tide of bende float us 1000 the harbour 
of content. 


May the ſhield of friendſhip ward off the arrows of 
affliction. 


May we never draw a cork for an enemy, and none 


but our friends partake of the bottle. 
The lore of liberty, and the liberty of love. 
. 


r 


Content in an eaſy chair, fortune in our pockets, 
and a fig for the follies of faſhion, 


May every mirror we look at caſt an honeſt reflec- 
tion. 


May friendſhip be enlivened by good e but 
never wounded by wit. 


May our laws guard our liherties, and never be de- 
prav'd by oppreſſion. 


Plenty to the heart expanded by generoſity. 


May our prudence ſecure us friends, but enable us 
| ro live without their aſſiſtance. 


Dignity without pride, and condeſcenſion without 
meanneſs. | 


May care be a ſtranger where virtue reſides. 


May the ſmiles of conjugal ſelicity compratane the | 
frowns of fortune. 


Honour's beſt employment—the protection of in- 
| nocence. | | | | 


May thg tear of ſenſibility never ceaſe to flow. 
May the journey thro life be as ſweet as it's ſhort. 


May the road to preferment be found by none but 
thoſe who deſerve it. 


May life laſt as long as it's worth wearing. 


bur 


